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"...  The  aim  of  the  Council  is  to  make  clear  to  the  world, 
and  at  the  same  time  to  put  into  practice,  the  teaching  of 
Christ,  the  Prince  of  Peace.  Whoever  conforms  his  life  to 
this  teaching  helps  to  establish  peace  and  to  foster  true 
prosperity.  .  .  . 

"This  is  the  great  peace  that  all  men  are  waiting  for  and 
for  which  they  have  suffered  so  much;  it  is  time  that  some- 
thing decisive  was  done.  .  .  . 

"This  is  the  peace  that  the  Church  labours  to  establish:  by 
prayer,  by  the  deep  respect  she  shows  to  the  unfortunate,  the 
sick,  the  aged,  and  by  spreading  her  message  which  is  the 
message  of  brotherly  love,  for  men  are  brothers  and,  We  say 
it  from  a  full  heart,  all  sons  of  the  same  Father.  .  .  . 

"May  God  be  merciful  to  us  and  bless  us;  may  He  grant  us 
the  favour  of  His  smile.  Make  known  Thy  Will,  O  God,  wide 
as  the  earth;  make  known  among  all  nations  Thy  saving 
power.  Honour  to  Thee,  O  God,  from  the  nations,  honour 
from  all  the  nations!  The  Gentiles,  too,  may  rejoice  and  be 
glad;  a  whole  world  abides  Thy  judgment  and  the  Gentiles, 
too,  obey  on  earth  Thy  sovereignty.  Honour  to  Thee,  O  God, 
from  the  nations,  honour  from  all  the  nations!  Amen." 

POPE  JOHN  XXIII 

To  Diplomatic  Representatives  for 
Opening  of  Second  Vatican  Council 


Memo 


from  the  editor's  desk 


Our  Teachers 

It  could  be  said,  with  some  truth,  that  every  Sister  of  Service  is  a  teacher  —  even 
in  the  formal  sense  of  the  word.  Because  every  Sister  of  Service  is  trained  in  the 
teaching  of  religion.  This  issue  of  the  field  at  home,  however,  is  dedicated  to 
the  work  of  the  Sisters  who  are  teaching  school  and  to  their  Sister-collaborators 
who  keep  the  home  fires  burning,  the  parish  choir  singing,  the  altar  boys  serving, 
and,  most  important,  the  convent  a  home.  We  are  going  to  introduce  our  work 
in  schools  with  an  excerpt  on  teaching  which  is  taken  from  Father  Daly's  book, 
In  the  Divine  Master's  Service. 

"The  task  of  the  teacher  is  one  of  infinite  patience.  The  development  of  the 
mind  and  the  formation  of  character  is  a  slow  process.  Great  oaks  from  small 
acorns  grow  —  and  how  slowly.  But  is  there  anything  more  fascinating  than  to 
be  a  witness  and  a  partner  in  this  precious  and  far-reaching  evolution  of  a  child's 
soul.  It  is  indeed  a  great  privilege  to  share  in  and  promote  the  refining  and 
ennobling  influence  of  Catholic  education.  For  the  object  of  true  Catholic  educa- 
tion is  to  prepare  the  child  of  today  for  the  struggles  of  tomorrow  and  help  him 
to  reach  his  eternal  destiny.  St.  Thomas  in  De  Magistro  describes  teaching  as 
collaboration  "on  the  faculty  with  God  and  the  angels."  Happy  the  teacher  who 
sees  her  everyday  work  in  the  light  of  that  broad  vision. 

"The  religious  teacher  who  has  dedicated  her  life  to  God's  service  is  assuredly 
in  a  privileged  position.  The  very  spiritual  atmosphere  that  surrounds  her  affords 
a  wonderful  approach  to  her  noble  task.  She  carries  with  her  into  the  class  room 
a  most  helpful  atmosphere.  Yet,  she  should  remember  that  her  religious  garb 
cannot  cover  her  pedagogical  deficiencies.  A  religious  with  the  highest  intentions 
and  all  aflame  with  zeal  can  also  be  an  inferior  teacher.  Her  religious  profession 
does  not  supply  her  with  a  teacher's  certificate.  If  she  be  wanting  in  training  or 
in  dutiful  preparation  she  will  necessarily  fall  below  the  standard  requirements 
expected  of  her  and  miss  great  opportunities  in  the  service  of  her  divine  Master. 

EFFICIENCY  EXPERT:  A  MAN  WHO  WALKS  IN  HIS  SLEEP  IN 
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"In  our  present-day  demands  for  higher  educational  standards  our  religious 
teachers  may  be  the  unconscious  victims  of  a  prevalent  fallacy.  Class  credits 
seem  to  be  the  all-important  hallmark  of  the  school  room.  Departmental  regu- 
lations are  more  and  more  exacting.  Amid  this  rush  for  learning  we  are  liable  to 
miss  education  itself.  The  halo  of  the  pedagogue  should  never  eclipse  the  halo 
of  a  saintly  religious. 

"Knowledge  is  not  education;  it  is  only  a  part  of  it.  The  neglect  of  character 
formation  is  today  but  too  frequent  in  our  Catholic  schools.  This  explains  to  a 
large  extent  the  too  frequent  collapses  in  adult  life  among  the  graduates  of  our 
convents  and  colleges.  A  head  crammed  with  knowledge  can  never  replace  a 
well-balanced  and  strong  character.  In  the  battle  of  life  character  remains  while 
book  knowledge  is  often  swallowed  up  in  the  turmoil  of  business  and  social  life. 

"If  the  teaching  Sister  wishes  to  live  up  to  the  high  ideal  of  her  vocation  let 
her  hands  touch  the  realities  of  the  present  and  her  eyes  be  ever  riveted  on  the 
future.  That  future  is  in  the  making  and  she  has  a  part  in  it.  Let  her  remember 
that  the  light  patter  of  those  little  feet  in  her  class  room  will  become  one  day 
the  heavy  tramping  of  those  men  and  women  in  whom  lie  the  destinies  of  the 
Church  and  of  our  Country.  Under  her  very  eyes  the  army  of  the  future  is  on 
the  march." 

★  *  ★ 

At  Christmas  and  the  New  Year 

Year  after  year,  as  the  Advent  season  wanes  and  the  Christmas  Star  rises  over 
the  horizon,  we  think  with  love  and  gratitude  of  the  loyal  friends  of  our  still 
young,  still  small,  still  struggling  Institute.  We  try  to  put  into  words,  however 
feeble,  the  prayers  that  wordlessly  are  laid  deep  in  the  Heart  of  Christ  for  all  of 
you  by  all  of  us.  Perhaps  we  can  best  express  our  prayer  for  you  in  the  words 
of  Gerard  Manley  Hopkins  when  he  says : 

.  .  the  just  man  justices; 
Keeps  grace:  that  keeps  all  his  going  graces: 
Acts  in  God's  eye  what  in  God's  eye  he  is  — 
Christ  —  for  Christ  plays  in  ten  thousand  places, 
Lovely  in  limbs,  and  lovely  in  eyes  not  his 
To  the  Father  through  the  features  of  men's  faces." 

*  ★  ★ 

".  .  .  /  would  but  bid  you  be 
Like  the  sweet  year,  doing  all  things  graciously." 

ORDER  TO  GET  HIS  REST  AND  HIS  EXERCISE  AT  THE  SAME  TIME 
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Berlo  in  Retrospect 


I  Love 
Christmas 
Concerts 


Sister  Eileen  Dwyer 


I  love  Christmas  concerts,  always 
have,  always  will.  I  love  the  looking 
forward  to  them,  the  actual  starry-eyed 
performance,  and  now  —  the  looking 
back.  So  I  look  back,  west  of  course, 
to  Berlo  school  in  Manitoba. 

There  was  Frosty  the  Snowman  who 
came  to  life  one  day.  Eddy  Koch  was 
Frosty  and  I  recall  what  a  terrible  time 
we  had  making  him  look  the  "jolly, 
happy  soul"  he  was  supposed  to  be. 
We  made  the  mistake  of  trying  to  stuff 
him  to  snowman  proportions.  I  have 
since  discovered  that  a  frame  of  chick- 
en wire  would  have  been  lighter  and 
more  shapely.  In  any  case,  Frosty  was 
good  and  surprisingly  agile  considering 
the  load  of  pillows  strapped  around 
him.  He  had  hardly  appeared,  of 
course,  when  his  younger  brother  an- 
nounced from  the  audience,  "That's 
Eddie!"  That's  what  I  mean  when  I 
say  I  love  concerts. 

Then  there  was  the  Snowflake  Drill. 
It  wasn't,  I  suppose,  any  different  from 
many  other  graceful  little  dances  done 
by  pretty  little  girls.  But  I  can  still  see 
them,  I  can  still  hear  the  melody  and, 
if  they  are  reading  this,  I  am  sure  they 
can  too.  I  know  they  felt  almost  as 
wonderful  as  they  looked,  skipping  and 
whirling  on  the  rough  plank  stage  to  a 
recorded  schottische  in  a  flood  of  col- 


oured lights  rigged  up  by  our  ingenious 
Pastor.  He  used  a  movie  projector  with 
coloured  gelatine  over  the  lens. 

The  stage,  incidentally,  had  been 
built  just  a  few  days  before  by  the  sen- 
ior boys.  Previously  the  dads  had  done 
the  building.  The  stage  was  merely  a 
raised  platform  at  the  back  of  the 
small  classroom.  Our  limited  space  for 
dressing  forced  us  to  use  the  space  un- 
der the  stage  for  storing  props.  This, 
naturally,  posed  the  problem  of  finding 
the  right  prop  at  the  right  time.  I  can 
still  see  Franky  Franz  emerging  half- 
smothered,  triumphant  and  still  smil- 
ing with  —  what?  It  could  have  been 
the  witch's  oven,  St.  Joseph's  staff  or 
even  the  Infant's  Crib.  Whatever  it 
was,  Franky  averted  a  near-tragedy. 

There  were  many  of  those  —  near- 
tragedies,  I  mean.  Once  one  of  the 
very  smallest  girls  thought  she  was 
"going  to  be  sick."  Her  big  sister  told 
me  and  I  remember  how  I  talked  the 
dear  little  thing  out  of  it  and  had  her 
go  on  stage.  My  blood  chills  when  I 
think  of  the  possible  results,  but  at  the 
time,  it  seemed  like  the  only  solution 
and  God  was  good  to  us.  Nothing  did 
happen! 

The  tragedies  which  were  not  avert- 
ed were  of  the  happy  variety  which 
turned  into  real  comedies.  One  of 


A  LITTLE  MORE  DETERMINATION,  A  LITTLE  MORE  PLUCK,  A  LITTLE  MORE  WORK  THAT'S  LUCK 
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those  happened  in  Snow  White  and  the 
Seven  Dwarfs.  Snow  White  had  served 
the  dwarfs  some  perfectly  delicious 
pudding  and  was  going  to  wash  the 
dishes.  But  there  was  no  hot,  soapy 
dish  water  provided,  no  water  of  any 
kind,  just  an  empty  dish  pan  and  a 
towel.  Betty  (Snow  White)  picked  up 
a  dish  still  "uggy"  with  pudding  and 
her  expression  was  priceless.  So  we 
quickly  pulled  the  curtains  and  let  the 
audience  imagine  her  polishing  up  the 
dwarfs'  grimy  bachelor  hall. 

Let  me  tell  you  about  Hansel  and 
Gretel,  a  children's  version  of  the 
Humperdinck  opera  which  was  delight- 
ful to  do  and  see.  It  was  grand.  Fea- 
ture our  staging  an  operetta  with  no 
piano  —  at  least  we  had  none  when  we 
started  nor  was  there  any  sign  of  one. 
Ah,  but  just  a  week  before  the  concert 
a  surprise  package  arrived  for  yours 
truly  with  —  what  do  you  think  —  a 
toy  piano!  Yes,  and  you  could  really 
play  tunes  on  its  three  octaves.  It  still 
does  my  heart  good  to  think  of  it.  Sis- 
ter had  ordered  it  from  Eaton's  and 
had  smuggled  it  home  from  the  station 
in  Camp  Morton.  The  Berlo  children 
were  almost  as  thrilled  about  it  as  I 
was.  Its  gay  tinkling  notes  lent  a  fairy- 
land tone  to  our  Hansel  and  Gretel. 
What  an  all-star  production  it  was  with 
a  perfectly  charming  pair  of  children 
and  a  perfectly  fiendish  (and  captivat- 
ing) witch  who  kept  us  entertained 
right  up  to  her  final  unearthly  yell 
when  they  stuffed  her  in  the  oven. 

It  could  have  been  the  same  Christ- 
mas that  we  sang  carols  in  the  native 
languages  of  the  people.  The  grand- 
parents of  all  the  children  had  come 
from  Europe  early  in  this  century.  It 
wasn't  hard  for  the  youngsters,  all 
blessed  with  good  voice  and  ear,  to 
learn  by  rote  the  beautiful  carols  which 
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meant  so  much  to  their  audience.  Per- 
haps they  still  remember  them,  I  do, 
those  Polish,  Ukranian  and  German 
carols.  The  Ukranian  carol  we  learned 
in  true  folk-music  fashion;  Betty  Gott- 
fried learned  it  from  her  mother,  who 
doubtless  had  learned  it  from  hers, 
then  taught  it  to  us,  syllable  by  syl- 
lable. 

There  are  so  many  other  things  I 
love  to  remember;  our  harmonica  and 
flutophone  bands,  six-year-old  Willie 
Marks  and  his  accordion,  the  Sailors' 
Hornpipe,  Why  the  Chimes  Rang  and, 
oh,  the  play  in  which  Billy  Bahry  was 
made  up  as  an  old  man  with  a  big 
white  beard.  Pure  fluffy  wool  the  beard 
was.  The  poor  lad  could  hardly  breathe 
and  his  opening  line  was,  "Wife,  I  am 
very  cold.  Get  up  and  bar  the  door." 
That  took  some  acting. 

Our  Christmas  concerts  usually  end- 
ed with  the  Christmas  Tableau  or  a 
short  Christmas  play.  Despite  the  in- 
evitable drooping  of  at  least  one  pair 
of  angel  wings,  this  was  the  perfect 
finale.  The  Glorias  were  always  so  clear 
and  beautiful —  (sure,  maybe  the  an- 
gels were  joining  us)  —  that  the  pack- 
ed little  school  seemed  very  close  to 
Bethlehem. 

Scarcely  were  the  curtains  closed 
on  the  last  number  than  sleighbells  an- 
nounced another  "jolly,  happy  soul" — 
Santa,  stuffed  something  like  our 
friend  Frosty.  In  he'd  come,  padded  to 
defy  recognition.  No  one  minded 
whether  the  pillows  were  strategically 
placed  or  not;  this  could  be  Santa  and 
only  Santa.  And  he  always  sent  every- 
one home  happy. 

There  are  still  Berlo  concerts,  Sister 
Renaud  tells  me,  grand  ones  I  know, 
and  there  will  be  many  more.  You  see, 
like  myself,  my  good  Berlo  friends  love 
concerts,  always  have,  always  will. 
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Ry croft,  Alberta 


Know  What, 
Sister? 


Sister  M.  Phillips 


Dear  Penny: 

Procrastination  is  my  besetting  sin! 
I  should  have  answered  your  query 
about  primary  teaching  weeks  ago  and 
in  any  month  but  October.  It's  a  time 
when  I'm  young  at  heart  but  mentally 
thumbing  through  the  professional  in- 
formation to  locate  sabbatical  terms  or 
pension  ages! 

Today,  questioning  brown  eyes  were 
raised  to  mine.  "Sister?" 

"Yes,  John?"  I  bent  over  to  hear 
the  problem. 

"Sister,  what  colour  are  an  ele- 
phant's eyes?" 

The  facetious  turn  of  thought,  com- 
pletely unconscious,  the  freshness,  the 
bubbling  enthusiasm,  the  totally  unex- 
pected —  this  is  Grade  One. 

The  daze  begins  about  8:40  a.m. 
when  the  first  shining  nose  flattens  it- 
self against  the  glass  of  the  door.  "Gee, 
Sister,  look  what  I  got,"  and  a  big 
brown  paper  bag  yawns  to  show  its 
treasures  —  six-year-old  boy  variety. 
"Hi,  Sister,  I'm  back" —  smiled,  rather 
than  said,  by  Norma  who  had  just  had 
another  hospital  session.  A  voice  be- 
hind me  says,  "I  gotta  bird's  nest  here 
but  it  kinda  came  apart  when  my 
brudder  took  if  off  the  tree."  I  don't 


have  to  listen  any  more  because  a  doz- 
en curious  little  heads  have  crowded 
around  and  the  nest  is  out  of  view. 

Now  maybe  I  can  get  that  chart  that 
I  need  for  the  first  reading  group.  Sud- 
denly there's  a  crash  out  in  the  hall,  an 
excited  squeal  or  two  and  then,  "Know 
what,  Sister?  Donnie  dropped  a  jar 
with  a  frog  in  it  and  it  broke.  There's 
water  all  over!"  With  a  toss  of  her 
pony  tail  and  a  swish  of  her  crinoline, 
the  informer,  a  fastidious  little  miss, 
hurries  out  in  case  she  misses  the  next 
act  of  the  drama. 

The  science  craze  starts  each  fall  af- 
ter a  merely  whispered  suggestion.  This 
fall  it  came  in  the  form  of  a  pickled 
newt  —  don't  misunderstand  me!  I 
mean  the  kind  preserved  in  vinegar, 
not  alcohol.  This  particular  newt  had 
lived  under  the  careful  surveillance  of 
the  Grade  Twelve  biology  teacher  un- 
til he  (the  newt,  not  the  teacher)  de- 
cided to  leave  his  aquarium  and  take  a 
walk  —  or  I  should  say  a  wriggle  — 
and  got  lost  among  the  shelves.  He 
was  found  in  a  rather  dehydrated  state 
and  shortly  after  succumbed  to  the 
pressure  of  living.  His  appearance  in 
Grade  One  sparked  the  fall  science 
project  to,  at  least  sometimes,  a  rather 


SOME  PEOPLE  SEEM  SO  CHEERFUL  WHEN  THEY  ARE  ONLY  SHOWING  OFF  THEIR  TEETH 
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Sister  Phillips  accompanies  her  Primary  Harmony  Band 


exasperating  degree.  We've  had 
samples  of  everything  that  ever  flew, 
crawled  or  wriggled  around  Rycroft. 

Small  children  are  the  greatest  little 
junk  collectors.  After  a  discussion  on 
practically  any  topic,  I  am  deluged 
with  pictures  ranging  from  those  that 
have  been  cut  out  in  a  way  whose  in- 
terpretation taxes  any  imagination  to 
those  that  are  really  applicable  and 
artistic!  I've  become  tactful  about  the 
first  type;  you  know,  "Well,  Joyce,  that 
is  a  lovely  picture."  (I'm  sure  it  used 
to  be.)  "Will  you  tell  the  boys  and 
girls  about  it?"  /  find  out  what  it  is  and 
besides,  I  tell  myself,  it  is  a  language 
activity  to  learn  to  talk  in  sentences! 

A  picture  brought  in  recently 
evoked  a  heated  discussion  as  to 
whether  it  showed  our  principal's  car 
which  is  a  different  make  to  the  ones 
the  youngsters  are  used  to,  and,  of 
course,  to  them  there  is  only  one  of  its 
kind.  The  car  in  the  picture  belonged 
to  one  of  the  worst  scoundrels  in  Eur- 


ope! The  principal's  character  is  still 
on  a  firm  basis  —  the  children  couldn't 
read  the  caption  above  the  picture! 

On  September  4th,  I  welcomed  a 
brand  new  just  -  off  -  mother's  -  apron- 
strings  variety  of  class.  For  the  first 
three  days  they  silently  size  up  the  situ- 
ation and  then  anything  is  apt  to  hap- 
pen —  and  it  does.  During  the  first  two 
weeks  there  is  always  a  lot  of  spilt 
milk  —  literally  —  as  small  hands 
wrestle  with  lunch  pails  for  the  first 
time;  there  is  always  the  lost  rubber 
situation:  "My  boots  have  a  1  and  a  2 
on  them"  —  so  have  thirty  others!;  but 
there  is  also  that  wonderful  trust  of  a 
child,  that  beaming  (or  tear-stained) 
upturned  face  wanting  to  tell  you  the 
biggest  secret  in  all  the  world  starting 
with  "Know  what,  Sister?" 

Try  primary?  Of  course.  The  re- 
quirements are  three  good  meals  a  day, 
eight  hours  sleep  every  night,  humour 
unlimited  —  In  return  ...  all  this  and 
heaven  too! 


A  CARELESS  DRIVER  IS  ONE  WHO  GAMBLES  ON  A  HEARSE 
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Manning,  Alberta 

Behind  the 
Teachers' 
Teaching 


As  in  every  profession  or  avocation 
there  is  a  great  deal  more  to  teaching 
than  meets  the  eye  of  the  casual  ob- 
server —  or  even  of  the  pupil,  casual 
or  otherwise.  There  is,  for  instance, 
the  matter  of  meetings. 

At  Rosary  School  here  in  Manning, 
Alberta,  our  staff  meetings  are  held  in 
the  science  room  on  Wednesdays  at 
3:45  p.m.  The  length  of  the  meeting  is 
determined  by  the  business  to  be  dis- 
cussed. So  that  all  the  teachers  do  not 
have  to  appear  every  week,  the  meet- 
ings are  held  on  a  division  basis.  The 
first  week  of  the  month  the  entire  fac- 
ulty meets;  second  week  —  the  ele- 
mentary teachers;  third  week  —  the 
junior  and  senior  high  teachers;  fourth 
week,  the  Crusader  teachers.  All  our 
meetings  are  informal  and  coffee  is 
served. 

The  Principals'  Association  holds 
meetings  for  principals  and  vice-princi- 
pals at  Peace  River  from  four  to  six 
times  a  year,  depending  on  the  agenda. 


Sister  Irene  Faye 


The  School  Divisional  Board  provides 
our  dinner  at  a  Peace  River  hotel  and 
the  meeting  is  held  at  seven  o'clock  at 
the  T.  A.  Norris  High  School.  Usually 
we  adjourn  about  ten  o'clock.  At  our 
last  meeting  the  guest  speaker  spoke 
on  Civil  Defence  Procedures  in  Case 
of  Nuclear  Attack.  School  principals, 
the  speaker  emphasized,  have  a  great 
responsibility  in  this  matter. 

One  car  usually  takes  the  members 
from  our  area  to  Peace  River  for  these 
meetings.  The  School  Division  pays  the 
transportation  costs.  The  round  trip 
from  here  to  Peace  River  is  approxi- 
mately 126  miles. 

The  Alberta  Teachers'  Association 
has  Locals  and  Sub-Locals.  We  belong 
to  the  Peace  River  Local  of  the  A.T.A. 
and  the  Battle  River  Sub-Local.  The 
Peace  River  Local,  which  involves 
about  133  teachers,  meets  once  a  year 
unless  an  emergency  meeting  is  called. 

The  Annual  Meeting  (Rally)  and 
Induction  Ceremony  for  new  teachers 
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Rosary  staff  meetings 
are  held  every 
Wednesday  in  science 
room.  Meetings  are 
informal  and  coffee 
is  served 


was  held  at  T.  A.  Norris  High  School 
in  Peace  River  on  Saturday,  October 
20th,  at  2:15  p.m.  New  officers  were 
elected.  Sister  Denis  was  elected  to  the 
Convention  Committee;  I  was  elected 
delegate  to  the  Banff  Workshop  on 
A.T.A.  matters  next  August.  After  the 
business  session  a  banquet  was  served 
in  the  home  economics  room  of  the 
high  school  and  this  was  followed  by 
the  Induction  ceremonies.  I  was  asked 
to  say  the  opening  prayer  and  so  had 
a  privileged  place  on  the  stage  with 
the  speakers. 

The  officers  of  the  Peace  River  Lo- 
cal meet  at  Dixonville  (26  miles  from 
Manning)  about  seven  or  eight  times 
a  year.  The  business  of  the  Local  is 
carried  on  by  the  Executive.  We  always 
seem  to  have  a  sister  on  this  Executive. 

The  Battle  River  Sub-Local  meets 
the  second  Tuesday  of  every  month  at 
one  of  the  local  (?)  schools  which 
plays  host  for  the  evening.  Our  last 
meeting  was  at  Deadwood  (16  miles). 


Our  new  Superintendent,  Dr.  A.  J. 
Proudfoot,  addressed  the  meeting.  Mr. 
Filipowich  took  us  in  his  car  and  we 
shared  expenses.  These  meetings  usual- 
ly begin  about  eight  and  wind  up 
around  ten-thirty. 

During  Easter  week  there  is  the  An- 
nual General  Meeting  of  the  A.T.A. 
for  the  Province  of  Alberta.  Three 
councillors  are  sent  to  that,  all  ex- 
penses paid,  from  our  Local.  The 
AGM  (Alberta  General  Meeting)  lasts 
three  days,  resolutions  are  passed,  po- 
licy is  made  and  the  central  executive 
reports  on  business  which  concerns  all 
the  teachers  in  the  province.  One  or 
other  of  our  sisters  have  been  sent  to 
this  meeting  on  several  occasions. 

Behind  the  teachers'  teaching  there 
are  teachers'  meetings.  In  this  north 
country  the  meetings  entail  sacrifice 
on  the  part  of  all  the  teachers.  They 
are  time-consuming,  they  involve  long 
drives  to  and  from,  after  a  busy  day  or 
a  busy  week.  But  they  develop  and 
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Mr.  and  Mrs.  Borgstede  and  Sister  Faye  about  to  start 
for  Peace  River 


foster  a  wholesome  and  helpful  unity 
among  teachers  who  would  be  isolated 
and  could  be  discouraged  without  this 
fraternizing  with  their  own  profession. 
In  the  words  of  the  opening  prayer  for 
the  annual  Induction  Ceremony,  the 
meetings  help  the  teachers  to  attain 
"...  wisdom,  zeal  and  patience  .  .  . 
that  they  may  ever  possess  a  cheerful 
and  forbearing  spirit,  great  strength  of 
body,  clearness  of  mind  and  purity  of 
heart."  They  thus  "set  their  eyes  on 
far-off  goals"  and  "free  from  fretful- 
ness  and  self-pity"  are  made  worthy  of 
their  calling. 


Sister  Gillespie 
chats  with  a  teacher 
from  India  at 
Induction  ceremony 
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MONSIGNOR  RONAN 


A  Tribute 


"Thy  knowledge  has  become  wonderful;" 

"I  shall  not  die  but  live 
and  shall  disclose  the  works  of  the  Lord." 

"Shout  with  joy  to  God  all  the  earth;  sing  ye  a  psalm  to  His  name; 
come  and  hear  all  ye  that  fear  God,  I  will  tell  you  what  great 
things  the  Lord  hath  done  for  my  soul,  alleluia." 

Inspired  words  —  they  soared  and  spiralled  on  melody 
so  crystalline,  so  pure, 

it  pierced  the  obscure  veil  of  time  and  delicately  bore 
your  searching  soul  to  beauty's  Source. 
The  crystal  chalice  of  your  priestly  life 
has  spilled  its  last  melodic  cadence  here  below. 
How  bountiful  the  legacy  you've  left! 
The  lilting  lullabies  to  Babe  Divine  —  your  gentleness; 
the  Celtic  heartbeat  of  Madonna  hymns  —  your  tenderness; 
the  majesty  by  liturgy  inspired  —  your  sense  of  awe  and  reverence; 
in  all  your  music,  as  in  all  your  life,  your  love  for  God  and  all  His 
people. 

Your  music  and  your  life  breathed  courtesy,  compassion, 

cheerfulness  — 
and  these  are  Christ. 

Your  legacy  is  ours  to  cherish  and  increase. 
We  thank  you  —  dear  Monsignor. 


THE  SISTERS  OF  SERVICE 
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Rich  Valley,  Alberta 


Rich  Valley 
Diary 

September  1,  1962:  Sisters  Deighan 
and  McPhee  arrived  at  the  teacherage 
which  is  our  new  home  in  this  new 
SOS  mission  at  Rich  Valley.  Reverend 
Father  Michael  Blanch,  our  pastor, 
took  us  to  the  catechism  camp  at  Lac 
La  Nonne  where  we  got  dishes,  pots, 
pans,  silver  et  cetera.  These  commodi- 
ties, plus  a  refrigerator  and  a  washing 
machine,  are  on  loan  from  Father. 

To  help  our  readers  become  geo- 
graphically orientated  we  should  ex- 
plain that  Rich  Valley  is  sixteen  miles 
northeast  of  the  parish  of  Onoway; 
Onoway  is  forty  miles  northeast  of  Ed- 
monton; Lac  La  Nonne  is  nine  miles 
southeast  of  Rich  Valley. 

The  teacherage  is  a  new  home  next 
to  the  Rich  Valley  school. 

September  4:  The  first  day  of  school. 
Sister  Deighan  has  27  pupils  in  Grades 
Four  and  Five.  Sister  McPhee  is  a  full- 
time  Grade  Twelve  student. 

September  8:  Father  Blanch  had  the 
altar  made  for  our  chapel  and  he  cele- 


Sister  Rita  Deighan 


brated  the  first  Mass  in  our  new  con- 
vent (teacherage).  After  Mass,  Father 
blessed  all  the  rooms  in  the  house 


The  Sisters  arrive  at  their  new  Rich 
Valley  home 


TRY  TO  CHANGE  A  WOMAN'S  MIND.  LET  HER 
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(five,  to  be  exact).  The  Nativity  of 
Our  Lady  has  been  chosen  as  the  Pa- 
tronal  Feast  of  this  mission.  Through 
Our  Lady  we  pray  that  souls  in  Rich 
Valley  will  be  born  to  the  new  life  of 
grace. 

The  SOS  at  85th  and  105th  Streets 
in  Edmonton,  as  well  as  the  Sisters  in 
Vilna,  Edson,  Rycroft,  Sinnett,  Camp 
Morton,  the  Mother  House  and  Noviti- 
ate, have  been  most  generous  in  help- 
ing us  get  set  up.  They  have  given  us 
linens,  bedding,  chapel  linens  and 
equipment,  furniture  and  —  funds. 

We  could  never  thank  Father  Blanch 
adequately  for  all  he  has  done  and 
does  for  us.  The  chapel  has  a  fine  al- 
tar on  an  eight-inch  platform,  blue 
walls,  a  gold  satin  drape  behind  the 
altar  —  all  the  fruit  of  Father's  devot- 
ed labours.  The  beautiful  tabernacle 
and  ciborium,  which  were  given  us  by 
the  Mother  House,  were  chosen  by 
Father.  On  the  Feast  of  St.  Michael 


we  welcomed  Our  Lord  to  His  new 
home  with  us. 

September  30:  The  teachers  and  pupils 
are  most  friendly  and  are  pleased  to 
have  the  Sisters  in  the  school.  There 
are  210  pupils  in  eight  rooms  from 
Grades  One  to  Twelve.  About  thirty 
per  cent  of  the  pupils  are  Catholics, 
but  not  all  are  practising. 

We  teach  catechism  after  the  early 
Mass  each  Sunday.  One  week  it  is  at 
Lac  La  Nonne,  the  next  week  at  Ono- 
way. 

October  10:  The  people  have  brought 
us  vegetables,  meat,  milk  and  cream. 
Visiting  the  families  is  one  of  the  big 
items  in  Father's  plan  for  this  mission. 
We  have  been  to  a  few  homes  and  are 
planning  many  more  visits.  We  have 
received  invitations  from  a  great  num- 
ber of  people,  Protestants  and  fallen- 
aways  as  well  as  the  practising  Catho- 


Sister  Deighan  gives 
an  arithmetic  lesson 
to  some  of  her  27 
pupils  in  grades 
four  and  five 
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Father  Blanch,  who  builds,  carries, 
organizes  and  cares  for  four  missions 

lies.  One  little  Protestant  girl  in  Sister 
Deighan's  room  wants  to  be  a  Sister 
just  like  her  teacher.  The  little  girl's 
mother  has  asked  us  to  visit  their 
home. 

October  15:  At  both  Onoway  and  Lac 
La  Nonne  we  have  a  short  choir  prac- 
tice with  the  children  after  catechism. 

Sister  Deighan  gives  organ  lessons 
to  an  eleven-year-old  girl  from  Sandy 
Lake  —  another  mission  of  Onoway 
—  and  to  another  girl  of  the  same  age 
at  Lac  La  Nonne.  They  both  aim  at 
becoming  church  organists.  Sister  also 
helps  with  the  choir  in  Onoway. 

October  27:  Time  has  a  supersonic 
speed  in  Rich  Valley.  Two  months  of 
school  are  almost  finished  and  we  can 
hardly  realize  that  we  are  here. 


Sister  Deighan  teaches  school,  music, 
catechism,  and  helps  with  house  work 

For  the  boys  and  girls  from  Grade 
Seven  and  up,  Father  Blanch  is  start- 
ing the  Sodality  of  Our  Lady.  Since 
we  are  central  to  both  Onoway  and 
Lac  La  Nonne  we  will  have  them  come 
here  for  their  Sodality  meetings. 

We  have  Mass  on  two  week-days 
each  week.  Otherwise  our  chapel  is 
used  for  our  own  spiritual  exercises 
and  private  devotions.  The  plan  here 
is  to  make  haste  slowly  in  our  efforts 
to  help  all  the  Catholics  in  this  large 
school  district. 

It  is  such  a  privilege  to  assist  one  of 
Our  Lord's  priests  in  his  work  for 
souls  in  this  rural  area.  With  trium- 
phant gratitude  we  thank  God  that  this 
new  Rich  Valley  mission  is  one  more 
realization  of  the  great  missionary 
ideal  envisioned  by  the  Founders  of 
our  SOS  Community. 


IF  AT  FIRST  YOU  DON'T  SUCCEED  YOU'LL  HAVE  PLENTY  OF  COMPANY 
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Sister  McPhee  cooks, 
teaches  catechism 
and  carries  a  full 
load  of  Grade 
Twelve  subects.  In 
their  spare  time 
Sisters  do  home 
visiting 
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/,  as  a  teacher, 


resolve  to  see: 


For  information  write: 

Reverend  Sister  General, 
Sisters  of  Service, 
2  Wellesley  Place, 
Toronto  5,  Canada. 
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WHEN  A  SENSIBLE  WOMAN  MARRIES  A  SENSIBLE 
THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


In  every  stupid  question  —  a  human  soul  groping 
in  the  dark  for  truth; 

In  every  conceited  declaration  —  a  human  soul 
desperately  grasping  for  the  dignity  of  which  it  has 
been  robbed; 

In  every  aggressive  challenge  —  a  human  soul 
steeped  in  the  conflict  between  this  world 
and  the  next; 

In  every  angry  denial  —  a  human  soul  shrinking 
from  the  Sacrifice  of  the  Cross; 

In  every  false  statement  —  a  human  soul  lost  on  the 
road  through  ignorance; 

In  every  trick  difficulty  —  a  human  soul  misled  by 
false  prophets; 

In  every  scornful  laugh  —  a  human  soul  deprived  of 
the  only  real  joy; 

In  every  listener  —  the  image  and  likeness  of  God. 

Reprinted  from  scarboro  missions 
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Sinnett,  Saskatchewan 


Fall  Activities 
at  Loyola 


Dies  irae  dies  ilia 
Solvet  saeclum  in  favilla: 
Teste  David  cum  Sibylla. 

The  beautiful  words  of  the  Dies  irae 
may  be  heard  wafting  across  the  fields 
of  Sinnett  any  Thursday  afternoon  at 
3:00  o'clock.  To  relieve  the  wondering 
minds  of  our  readers,  we  will  hasten  to 
state,  there  is  a  delightful  pupil-teacher 
relationship  at  Loyola  School.  No,  we 
do  not  have  a  funeral  every  Thursday. 
What  does  happen  is  that  the  song- 
birds from  Grades  4  to  10  gather  in 
Room  Three  with  Sister  Regan  and 
Miss  Barlage  for  choir  practice. 

Our  school  serves  two  parishes,  St. 
Ignatius  and  St.  Patrick's.  It  was  de- 
cided this  year  to  spend  one  religious 
period  a  week  learning  Church  music. 
As  Sister  Regan  is  organist  at  both 
churches,  she  readily  agreed  to  help 
with  the  project.  As  the  weeks  have 
progressed,  we  have  been  encouraged 
by  the  fact  that  in  learning  to  sing  the 
Mass,  the  children  are,  to  use  the  old 
phrase,  "Learning  to  Pray  twice"  and 
learning  to  pray  is  one  of  the  big  ob- 
jectives of  any  religion  class.  As  some 

lady:  a  woman  who  makes  it  Ei 


Sister  Joan  Coffey 


Miss  Barlage,  our 
devoted  lay  teacher, 
is  an  invaluable 
ally  of  Sister  Regan  in 
the  musical  field 


FOR  A  MAN  TO  BE  A  GENTLEMAN 
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Sister  Regan 
is  not  only  the 
Superior  of  the  mission, 
she  is  also  organist, 
choirmistress, 
housekeeper  and 
bookkeeper 


of  the  children  were  already  choir 
members  the  Requiem  Mass  seemed 
the  biggest  need. 

At  the  other  end  of  life's  stage,  there 
were  the  fall  weddings  at  which  Sister 
Regan  and  her  choir  served  as  chan- 
nels through  which  bride  and  groom 
rendered  their  praise  to  God  on  such  a 
great  day. 

Our  planning  is  also  long-range  in 
its  objective.  Both  parishes  are  proud 
possessors  of  the  books,  The  Parish 
Prays  and  Sings.  Through  our  choir 
practices  in  school  we  hope  eventually 
to  organize  congregational  singing. 

The  staff  at  Loyola  School  this  term 
is  a  mixture  of  "old  and  new."  The 


mixture  is  such  that  it  would  require 
too  much  paper  to  unravel  it.  To  go 
with  the  term,  projects  are  also  both 
"old  and  new."  The  one  which  has 
been  causing  the  most  interest  is  the 
experiment  with  a  new  series  of  Cate- 
chisms, Our  Life  with  God.  Both  teach- 
ers in  the  Junior  grades  remarked  on 
the  general  enthusiasm  of  the  children 
as  the  new  Catechisms  were  handed 
out.  Of  course,  the  Senior  room  was 
more  reserved  but  keen  interest  has 
been  displayed  in  our  study  of  the  Old 
Testament. 

Another  item  of  interest,  at  least  to 
new  Sisters,  was  the  meeting  of  the 
Saskatchewan  Catholic  Educators'  As- 
sociation held  in  Regina  at  the  end  of 
September.  It  was  indeed  edifying  to 
see  the  number  of  lay  and  religious 
teachers  in  the  Archdiocese  who  rea- 
lize the  need  for  such  an  organization. 
The  talks  by  His  Grace  Archbishop 
O'Neill  and  Brother  Bruins  sent  the 
teachers  back  to  the  classroom  with  re- 
newed vigour  for  the  job  of  Catholic 
Education. 

Here  at  Loyola  we  find  ourselves 
among  a  group  of  sports  enthusiasts. 
While  waiting  for  the  hockey  season  to 
begin,  the  Senior  boys,  under  the  able 
coaching  of  Father  McGrath,  have 
managed  to  play  very  good  football. 
The  girls  are  budding  volleyball  play- 
ers. Both  groups  participated  in  the 
rally  held  at  Lanigan  this  fall.  Father 
also  helps  with  Latin  in  Grades  Nine 
and  Ten,  for  which  we  are  all  very 
grateful. 

Life  at  Loyola  seems  very  full  as  the 
year  rolls  by.  We  are  looking  forward 
to  the  presentation  of  a  three-act  play, 
Christmas  concert,  oratorical  contest 
and  musical  meets.  Then,  of  course, 
there  will  be  lots  of  hockey. 


WHAT  SOME  PEOPLE  DON'T  KNOW  ABOUT  DRIVING  WOULD  FILL  A  HOSPITAL 
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Christian  Island 


The  Trip 
I  Almost 
Missed 

"Wake  up,  Sleepyhead,"  I  heard  the 
Chief  calling  as  he  knocked  at  my 
door  at  six-thirty  in  the  morning.  "If 
you  don't  hurry  up  you'll  miss  the  trip 
to  Toronto."  I  jumped  into  my  new 
suit  and  ran  down  to  the  bay  without 
even  stopping  to  eat  my  breakfast.  As 
the  rest  of  the  children  were  half-way 
across  the  ice,  I  had  to  run  all  the  way 
to  catch  up  with  them. 

A  taxi  was  waiting  for  us  at  Cedar 
Point,  and  in  a  few  minutes  we  were 
on  our  way  to  Toronto  to  be  the  guests 
of  our  Provincial  Member  of  Parlia- 
ment. 

Our  first  stop  in  Toronto  was  at  the 
Museum.  Here  we  were  welcomed  by 
the  lady  in  charge,  and  then  a  guide 
took  us  through  the  building.  We  saw 
a  giant  totem  pole  about  81  feet  high. 
Then  we  saw  some  Indians  and  Eski- 
mos of  long  ago.  I  had  my  picture  tak- 
en beside  an  old  machine  which  the 
Indians  used  for  making  flour.  Then 
we  climbed  the  stairs  to  the  next  floor 

NOBODY  IS  PERFECT  EXCEPT  THE  M 
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Stewart  Monague 
R.C.  Indian  Day  School 
Christian  Island,  Ontario 


to  see  the  stuffed  animals,  and  here 
again  we  had  our  pictures  taken.  I 
surely  was  glad  those  animals  were 
stuffed  and  not  alive. 

At  twelve  o'clock  we  were  invited  to 
the  coffee  shop  and  were  told  to  order 
up  and  forget  about  the  bill.  By  this 
time  I  was  really  hungry,  so  I  ordered 
sandwiches,  pie,  ice  cream,  milk  and 
doughnuts.  Naturally,  I  did  not  feel  so 
bad  after  that. 

After  lunch  we  put  on  our  Indian 
headdresses,  lined  up  in  twos,  and 
marched  to  the  Parliament  Buildings. 
Here  a  guide  met  us  and  told  us  to 
wait  for  our  M.P.P.  When  he  arrived, 
he  shook  hands  with  us  and  then  took 
us  to  the  Legislative  Assembly  where 
we  were  introduced  to  the  other  mem- 
bers of  Parliament.  It  was  thrilling  to 
us  to  hear  the  men  pound  out  their 
welcome  on  their  desks. 

We  listened  to  the  speeches  for  a 
while  and  watched  the  page-boys  de- 
livering messages  and  bringing  glasses 
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of  water  to  the  men.  I  think  I'll  be  a 
page  if  that  is  all  they  have  to  do  to 
earn  four  dollars  a  day. 

At  four-thirty  we  left  the  Parliament 
Buildings  and  had  our  first  ride  on  the 
subway.  I  surely  was  excited.  The  cars 
travelled  so  fast  that  it  was  only  a  few 
minutes  before  we  had  to  get  off  and 
look  for  our  taxi  which  we  found  at 
the  exit.  Then  we  started  for  home. 

It  was  a  long  trip  home,  and  by  the 
time  we  reached  Lafontaine  I  was  so 
drowsy  I  almost  fell  asleep,  but  when 
we  stopped  at  Cedar  Point  I  was  wide 
awake  again.  As  there  was  no  team  to 


meet  us  there,  we  began  the  four-mile 
hike  across  the  bay,  wishing  by  this 
time  that  we  were  home  in  bed.  When 
we  were  half-way  across  the  ice  we  be- 
gan to  get  very  cold,  but  suddenly  we 
spied  something  in  the  distance.  As  it 
came  nearer,  we  discovered  that  it  was 
our  driver  with  his  team  and  sleigh.  We 
all  piled  in,  and  it  was  not  long  before 
we  were  home  and  trying  to  answer  a 
hundred  questions  all  at  once. 

It  was  the  most  exciting  trip  of  my 
life,  and  as  I  lay  in  bed  thinking  about 
all  the  things  I  had  seen,  I  was  glad  to 
be  back  on  Christian  Island. 


Stewart  Monague, 
R.C.  Indian  School, 
and  Marguerite  Sunday, 
United  Church  School, 
are  amused  by  old 
Indian  flour-maker 
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Peace  River,  Alberta 


Three  Teach 
and  I  Work 


Sister  Rita  Sullivan 


"Do  you  teach  or  do  you  work?"  quer- 
ied a  little  tyke  in  an  orphanage  as  he 
met  a  Sister.  To  him,  Sisters  either 
wielded  a  piece  of  chalk  or  a  yard- 
stick —  if  the  occasion  demanded  — 
or  Sisters,  be-aproned,  wielded  a 
broom  or  dust-mop  around  the  halls.  I 
enjoy  the  story  and  regularly  relay  it 
to  the  many  priests  and  sisters  to 
whom  we  play  host  during  the  school 
year  as  they  proceed  to  their  schools 
farther  north.  The  reactions  never 
vary:  The  non-teacher  gives  forth  with 
a  hearty  laugh  and  the  teacher  man- 
ages a  faint  smile  and  a  forced  "Ha- 
haha."  Guess  what  category  I'm  in? 

Ours  is  a  teaching  mission  with  the 
worker  outnumbered  by  the  teachers 
three  to  one,  so  it's  amazing  how  many 
extra-curricular  activities  fit  themselves 
into  one  day,  not  necessarily  with  com- 
fort nor  with  conventual  regularity. 
The  tolling  of  the  rising  bell  does  re- 
tain its  regularity  and  so,  say  the  teach- 
ers, does  the  school  bell. 


A  telephone  call  very  soon  after  the 
rising  bell  usually  means  that  a  priest 
travelling  north  would  like  to  say  Mass. 
Ours  is  a  small  house,  all  have  heard 
the  phone  ring  so  it's  four  to  the  fore 
for  the  extras,  and,  wonder  of  won- 
ders, at  6:15  four  serene  sisters  are 
kneeling  before  the  altar.  The  first  few 
words  of  our  greetings  may  ascend 
heavenwards  in  short  gasps.  This  only 
means  that  our  diaphragms  are  react- 
ing to  the  upsetting  of  regular  obser- 
vance. 

When  the  visiting  missionary  fits  our 
cassock,  all  is  well.  There  is  routine 
vesting  begun  in  the  hall  and  com- 
pleted at  the  altar.  We  have  no  sacris- 
ty. If  Father  is  not  the  tall,  willowy 
type,  slight  confusion  results.  But  an 
extra  cincture  —  ours  is  gold  —  usual- 
ly maintains  the  errant  hemline  at  a 
prudent  distance  from  the  patterned 
linoleum  tiles. 

Often  the  solemnity  of  he  missa  est 
is  shattered  by  the  din  of  the  tele- 
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Used  clothing  from  good 
friends  in  the  East. 
CWL  member  Mrs.  Brenner, 
St.  Thomas,  Ont., 
addresses  cartons 


phone.  It  is  usually  ringing  for  the  sixth 
time  when  I  pounce  on  it  as  if  it  were 
a  grenade  about  to  explode.  A  sweet 
voice  says,  "Did  I  get  you  up,  Sister? 
This  is  Margaret.  Will  you  ask  Sister 
Denis  if  I  can  wear  my  slacks  to  school 
because  my  skirt  was  burned  at  the 
cleaners?  I'll  have  a  new  skirt  when 
the  family  allowance  comes." 

That's  settled.  Margaret  will  wear 
slacks  but  come  to  the  house  for  a 
skirt  before  school.  There  are  warm 
skirts  in  the  basement  —  I  suppose  at 
the  bottom  of  the  last  box  under  the 
table  against  the  wall.  Margaret's 
mother  would  like  me  to  look  for 
something  for  the  three  boys  and  the 
baby  too.  I  knew  where  everything 
was  until  extensive  repairs  and  altera- 
tions had  to  be  done  in  the  basement. 
Then  the  used  clothing  was  dumped 
pell  mell  into  cartons  —  where  it  still 
rests. 

I  can  hear  that  the  Ecumenical 
Council  is  being  prayed  for  upstairs  as 


I  plan  to  clothe  the  members  of  the 
Mystical  Body  downstairs.  I  had  better 
feed  them  too:  My  thanksgiving  will 
have  to  be  short  because  Father  is  tak- 
ing the  bus  for  the  North  and  will  just 
have  enough  time  to  eat  and  run. 

The  four  of  us  hurry  down  in  silent, 
single  file  and  it's  action  again.  Toast 
is  popping,  bacon  frying,  Sister  Mc- 
Nally  standing  up  to  eat  while  watch- 
ing the  window.  She  is  on  the  lookout 
for  the  public  school  teacher  who  so 
graciously  drives  her  the  two  miles  to 
her  one-room  school. 

Boom  —  boom  —  wham!  Then  si- 
lence, utter  silence  —  but  for  another 
ring  of  the  telephone.  Action  is  sus- 
pended, Sister  McNally's  mouth  stays 
open,  her  spoon  rests  suspended  in 
mid-air,  then  we  relax.  Hard-soled 
boots  pursue  a  more  cautious  course 
the  rest  of  the  way  downstairs.  "Sorry, 
Sister,  I  made  a  bit  of  a  mess."  "Did 
you  hurt  yourself,  Father?  Don't  worry 
about  the  plant.  Come  and  have  cof- 


OTHER  FOLKS  ARE  STUBBORN:  WE'RE  MERELY  FIRM 


JANUARY  1963 


PAGE  TWENTY-THREE 


fee."  The  telephone  is  still  ringing  and 
three  of  us  reach  it  at  the  same  time. 
"Mommy  has  a  cold  and  cannot  come 
to  teach  today." 

The  Principal  gulps  toast,  thinks 
telephone  numbers  and  substitute 
teachers'  names  aloud  and  is  out  the 
back  door  with  a  bang.  The  bang  is 
necessary.  There  is  something  wrong 
with  the  lock  which  does  not  respond 
to  gentleness.  Eventually  I'll  get  to  it,  I 
hope.  Bang!  That's  the  third  teacher 
gone  to  school. 

Knocking  on  the  back  door  hurries 
me  into  and  out  of  the  dining  room 
with  the  rest  of  Father's  breakfast.  It 
is  Margaret  in  slacks  and  down  we  go 
to  the  catacombs  where  the  dust  of 
seeming  centuries  lies  undisturbed  on 
every  flat  surface.  Box  after  box  is 
opened  and  I  don't  dare  put  anything 
down  because  of  dust.  By  the  time  we 
come  to  a  skirt  that  looks  the  right 
size,  Margaret  and  I  are  both  heavily 
laden.  A  voice  calls,  "Sister?"  "Yes, 
Father,  I'll  be  right  up,"  and  piling  my 
little  friend  still  higher  I  leave  her 
looking  like  an  over-dressed  scare- 
crow. 

Father's  "God  bless  you  for  your 
kindness"  is  still  floating  in  from  the 
driveway  when  a  muddy  truck  drives 
in.  A  very  full  truck  it  is;  full  of  a 
father,  a  mother,  nine  children,  a  bag 
of  potatoes  and  assorted  cartons  of 
carrots,  beets  and  turnips.  The  father 
carries  the  vegetables  to  the  basement. 
"Do  what  you  like  with  them,  Sister. 
Have  to  do  a  little  charity  somewhere 
along  the  line."  The  mother  and  small- 
er children  settle  themselves  in  the 
front  room  until  the  time  for  their  ap- 
pointment at  the  Health  Unit.  The  old- 
er children  scamper  off  to  school. 

Just  a  few  days  ago  a  telephone 
call  announced  that  we  could  have 
forty  pounds  of  mooseburger  from  a 


deep  freeze  to  keep  or  give  away  as 
we  pleased.  With  even  one  pound  go- 
ing so  far  in  our  house  I  didn't  think 
I  would  even  dare  to  mention  it.  A 
generous  young  lady  supplied  a  car, 
the  local  meat  store  cut  it  into  twenty 
two-pound  pieces  and  in  just  no  time 
we  were  on  our  way  to  pass  it  out.  I 
have  peddled  many  things  since  com- 
ing to  this  part  of  the  country  but  this 
was  the  first  for  mooseburger.  We 
stopped  at  twenty  houses,  homes  I 
guess  I  should  say,  because  they  didn't 
all  look  like  houses.  Unless  the  number 
of  occupants  merited  a  second  or  third 
parcel  for  quick  consumption  the  ab- 
sence of  frigidaires  restricted  our  giv- 
ing. Surprised  gratitude  on  every  face 
was  our  reward. 

It  was  only  after  my  driving  friend, 
after  successfully  manoeuvring  the  car 
over  a  particularly  steep  slope,  said 
with  a  wry  smile,  "Warn  me,  Sister, 
and  the  next  time  I'll  bring  the  mule," 
that  I  realized  what  the  roads  really 
were  like,  to  a  newcomer.  She  was  a 
bride  of  a  few  months  and  a  stranger 
to  Peace  River.  The  road  winds  and 
criss-crosses  on  the  side  of  the  nine- 
hundred-foot  hill  that  forms  a  back- 
drop to  our  town  which  is  nestled  on  a 
ledge  over  the  mighty  Peace.  I've 
walked  them  many  times  and  wished  I 
had  some  vehicle.  I  hadn't  thought  of 
a  mule  to  relieve  the  wear  and  tear  on 
my  muscles.  You  see,  I  carry  Catholic 
reading  material,  articles  of  clothing, 
special  tid-bits  for  the  old  or  sick  and 
candy  for  the  youngsters.  When  special 
requests  come  in  for  food  or  clothing 
that  can't  be  picked  up,  there  is  always 
a  willing  CWL  member  with  a  car  and 
a  little  time  to  lend. 

Heavens!  Poor  Margaret  in  the 
basement,  a  martyr  to  school  rules!  We 
dump  the  clothes,  more  pell  mell  than 
ever,  into  the  cartons,  get  Margaret 
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One  of  Sister  Sullivan's  projects  —  a 
do-it-yourself  shrine  which  is  visited 
by  neighbouring  tots 


properly  fitted  and  off  she  goes  —  late 
for  school.  I'll  have  to  go  over  too  and 
explain  that  the  lateness  is  my  fault. 
Otherwise  —  no  recess  for  Margaret. 

Now  I  really  must  get  going!  First 
things  first,  so  I'll  have  breakfast.  Over 
my  coffee,  which  is  a  bit  cold,  I  plan 
for  the  day.  First,  the  chapel  —  Madre 
de  Dios!  The  ivy  and  the  good  black 
soil  that  I  watered  so  copiously  last 
night  after  two  weeks  of  drought  .  .  . 
well! 

The  dining  rooms  look  respectable, 
the  chapel  things  are  all  away,  the 


dishes  are  washed.  All  I  have  to  do 
now  is  collect  some  clothes  for  Mar- 
garet's family,  she'll  be  here  at  noon 
for  them,  go  to  the  post  office,  call  at 
the  grocer's,  if  there  isn't  too  much 
mail  to  carry  home,  and  get  the  lunch. 

Oh,  today  is  Tuesday  —  hospital 
visiting  day.  Mrs.  James  is  the  CWL 
member  who  will  come  along  this 
week.  Am  I  glad  now  that  I  lost  a 
little  sleep  getting  those  thirty  cello 
bags  of  cookies  ready  for  the  hospital 
treats.  These  treats  play  havoc  with  the 
cookie  tins.  I  must  check  on  which 
lady  is  attending  Mass  this  week  for 
the  patients  and  get  her  name  on  the 
spiritual  bouquet  cards.  Hope  I  have 
enough  of  them  made  for  today  —  but 
they  don't  take  long  to  do,  really.  I 
have  a  good  supply  of  rosaries,  St. 
Gerard  medals  for  the  mothers  and 
Miraculous  medals  for  the  babes. 
There  is  plenty  of  Catholic  literature 
on  hand  —  and  in  need  of  sorting  too. 
Maybe  tomorrow  will  be  the  day  for 
that  deed. 

But  the  candles  for  the  Advent 
wreaths  came  yesterday  so  I'll  have  to 
get  busy  with  my  junior  Sodalists  if 
we  want  to  have  them  ready  for  the 
first  Sunday  of  Advent  —  thirty-six 
wreaths  to  be  done.  Tomorrow  —  but 
tomorrow  is  the  day  the  altar  boys 
come  for  Latin  after  school  —  and  to 
the  basement.  I'll  just  have  to  get  that 
dust  attended  to. 

I've  just  finished  the  luncheon  dishes 
when  the  door  bell  rings.  "Do  come 
in,"  I  say  to  the  stranger  at  the  door. 
She  does.  "I  am  taking  the  census.  You 
are  four  sisters  here,  right?  Now 
would  you  mind  giving  me  your  occu- 
pations, please?" 

"Well,  three  teach  and  I — just  what 
do  I  do  all  day?" 
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SOS-o-gram 


q  NELSON,  B.C.:  Our  new  mission- 
aries in  the  Nelson  Diocese,  new  to 
Nelson  that  is  not  to  missionary  life, 
report  that  all  goes  well  with  their  pro- 
gramme of  visiting  the  scattered  par- 
ishes and  CCD  groups  in  the  Diocese. 


Father  Clement,  S.A.,  is  amused  at 
Sister  Coffey's  reaction  to  Sinclair  Pass 


Sisters   Coffey   and   Camozzi    in  the 
deep  gorge  at  Sinclair  Pass,  B.C. 


Apparently  they  have  been  negotiating 
the  switchback  mountain  roads  and 
hairpin  turns  with  a  maximum  of  suc- 
cess and  a  minimum  of  nerve-strain.  It 
would  seem  probable  that  when  His 
Excellency  Bishop  Doyle  returns  from 
Rome  the  grey-clad  sisters  in  the  grey 
Chevy  will  be  very  much  in  business. 

<I  ST.  JOHN'S,  NEWFOUNDLAND: 
On  Wednesday,  October  10th,  1962, 
the  24th  General  Meeting  of  the  Sisters 
of  Service  Auxiliary  was  held  at  the 
Sisters'  Residence  for  Young  Girls. 
The  President,  Mrs.  John  R.  O'Dea, 
was  in  the  chair.  Sister  Deland,  Super- 
ior and  Honorary  President  of  the 
Auxiliary,  opened  the  meeting  with 
prayer.  After  the  minutes  of  the  last 
meeting  had  been  read  by  the  Secre- 
tary, Mrs.  J.  A.  Ryan,  the  President 
gave  a  short  report  of  the  activities 
which  had  been  sponsored  by  the  Aux- 
iliary during  the  past  year,  all  of 
which  had  encouraging  results.  The 
Treasurer,  Miss  Nora  Power,  submit- 
ted her  report,  as  did  the  Membership 
Convener,  Mrs.  J.  A.  Gibbs. 

Since  Sister  General  was  in  St. 
John's  at  the  time  of  the  meeting  she 
had  been  invited  to  address  the  Aux- 
iliary. Introduced  by  the  President, 
Sister  General  thanked  the  ladies  for 
their  support  of  the  Sisters  of  Service 
in  St.  John's.  In  her  inspiring  talk  she 
tried  to  impress  upon  the  ladies  that 
by  the  part  they  were  taking  in  the 
work  of  the  Sisters  of  Service  here, 
they  are  sharing  in  the  aims  and  ideals 
of  the  Community,  and  whatever  they 
have  been  able  to  accomplish  is  in  the 
interests  of  the  Church  in  our  Country. 
In  return  they  receive  spiritual  benefits 
from  the  many  Masses  which  are  of- 
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fered  for  their  intentions  as  well  as  a 
remembrance  in  the  prayers  of  the  Sis- 
ters of  Service  throughout  Canada. 

The  President  thanked  the  Sister 
General  for  her  inspiring  talk  and  pre- 
sented her  with  a  bouquet  of  flowers. 
— From  The  Monitor,  St.  John's,  Nfld. 

q  REGINA:  On  November  17,  1962, 
Rt.  Reverend  Monsignor  Francis  Ger- 
ein,  d.p.,  v.c,  in  the  absence  of  His 
Grace  Archbishop  O'Neill,  blessed  and 
officially  opened  the  new  SOS  Relig- 
ious Correspondence  School  in  Regina. 
The  new  school,  which  has  been  a  cry- 
ing necessity  for  years,  is  largely  the 
gift  of  the  Archdiocese  of  Regina.  On 
November  17th  there  was  open  house 
for  the  laity,  on  the  18th  for  religious 
and  on  the  20th  for  the  clergy.  In  a 


later  issue  of  the  field  at  home  we 
will  feature  the  new  Regina  Religious 
Correspondence  School.  At  this  writ- 
ing we  would  like  to  thank  all  our  Re- 
gina friends,  and  there  are  many,  for 
their  help  and  co-operation  in  the  fill- 
ing of  a  really  great  need. 

q  MANNING,  ALBERTA:  On  No- 
vember 10th,  at  the  Fall  Convocation 
of  the  University  of  Alberta  in  Cal- 
gary, Sister  Irene  Faye,  b.a.,  of  Toron- 
to, who  is  Principal  of  Rosary  School 
in  Manning,  received  the  degree  of 
Bachelor  of  Education.  The  SOS  right 
across  the  country  join  the  Manning 
community  in  congratulating  Sister 
Faye  on  this  achievement  and  in  wish- 
ing her  many  long,  happy  years  of 
teaching  in  the  Home  Missions. 


ill  ; 


q  PEACE  RIVER,  ALBERTA:  A 
devastating  fire  in  Peace  River,  not  too 
long  ago,  almost  destroyed  the  town. 
For  the  size  of  Peace  River,  the 
damage  was  staggering.  Thank  God, 


though,  there  were  no  lives  lost  and 
nobody  was  seriously  injured  in  the 
blaze.  In  the  picture,  Sister  McNally 
surveys  some  of  the  havoc  left  in  the 
fire's  wake. 
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The 

Catechetical 
Revival 


Rev.  Walter  P.  Fitzgerald,  m.ed. 


reprinted  from  The  Western  Catholic 


"Don't  tell  me  they're  changing  Cate- 
chisms again!"  This  from  a  Catholic 
parent  who  was  raised  on  one  Cate- 
chism and  had  just  begun  to  feel  at 
home  with  another  which  his  children 
brought  home  from  school.  One  can 
understand  this  reaction  from  a  person 
who  is  not  aware  of  the  Catechetical 
Revival  that  has  been  going  on  in 
Catholic  nations  and  mission  fields  of 
the  world. 

One  of  the  characteristics  of  the 
Church  is  its  conservatism  and  its  cau- 
tion in  the  face  of  necessary  change.  It 
goes  without  saying,  of  course,  that 
Catholic  doctrine  never  changes.  Noth- 
ing has  been  added  or  dropped  since 
Christ  brought  His  message  to  the 
world.  But  the  manner  of  presenting 
this  doctrine  is  subject  to  change  and 
must  indeed  change  to  meet  the  needs 
of  the  day  and  to  keep  pace  with  the 
improved  means  of  communication. 
One  of  these  means  of  communication 


is  the  Catechism  and  it  too  must 
change  as  the  need  arises.  Teachers 
have  never  been  completely  satisfied 
with  the  Catechisms  which  have  been 
devised  for  use  by  children.  Even  the 
authors  of  Catechisms  have  felt  that 
their  work  left  room  for  much  im- 
provement. 

Almost  every  mission  field  has  made 
some  contribution  to  the  Catechetical 
Revival  either  by  pointing  out  their 
needs  or  by  attempting  to  develop  their 
own  Catechetical  manuals.  One  of  the 
greatest  contributors  is  Germany.  In 
1935  the  bishops  of  Germany  met  to 
plan  a  revision  of  the  Catechism,  but 
before  the  discussions  were  far  ad- 
vanced it  became  apparent  that  they 
needed  more  than  a  revision  of  the  ex- 
isting text.  What  they  needed  was  a 
new  concept,  a  new  type  of  Catechism 
that  would  take  into  account  the  spiri- 
tual needs  of  children  in  our  times,  one 
that  would  utilize  the  latest  advances 
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in  teaching  methods  and  the  latest  de- 
velopments in  the  field  of  child  psy- 
chology. 

By  1941  the  first  draft  of  their  new 
Catechism  was  run  off  the  press — suf- 
ficient copies  for  further  study  by  a 
large  committee  of  experts.  Eight  years 
of  study  followed  and  a  text  was  ready 
for  a  trial  run  in  selected  schools.  In 
1952  another  conference  examined  the 
proposed  Catechism  and  made  some 
15,000  changes  in  the  text.  By  1955 
the  booklet  was  ready  for  use  in  the 
schools  of  Germany.  Twenty  years  of 
labour!  To  prepare  one  Catechism! 
And  this  for  children  of  ages  between 
ten  and  thirteen  years  of  age.  Now  the 
work  is  being  extended  downward  to 
meet  the  needs  of  children  from  six  to 
ten  years  old.  This  brief  history  has 
been  given  here  to  show  the  care  the 
Church  uses  in  preserving  and  propa- 
gating its  never-changing  doctrine. 

The  new  German  Catechism  has  be- 
come known  throughout  the  English- 
speaking  world  as  A  Catholic  Cate- 
chism. This  monumental  work  has 
made  a  real  contribution  to  the  field  of 


catechetics.  The  goal  of  its  authors 
was  nothing  short  of  perfection.  While 
the  experts  agree  that  it  represents 
several  steps  in  the  direction  of  perfec- 
tion it  does  not  necessarily  answer  the 
needs  of  Catholic  children  in  Canada. 
Be  this  as  it  may,  the  contribution  of 
German  catechists  is  great  indeed. 
Their  over-all  philosophy  of  text  con- 
struction, their  determination  to  bring 
Holy  Scripture  into  proper  focus  has 
influenced  the  thinking  of  religious 
teachers  throughout  the  world. 

The  aim  of  A  Catholic  Catechism 
is  not  just  to  produce  pupils  who  know 
all  the  answers,  but  pupils  who  have 
grasped  the  spirit  of  Christ's  message 
of  love.  To  use  this  Catechism  effec- 
tively the  teacher  must  grasp  a  new 
point  of  view,  develop  a  special  atti- 
tude and  a  special  approach,  all  of 
which  cannot  be  achieved  overnight.  A 
study  of  the  new  German  Catechism 
cannot  fail  to  benefit  the  reader  wheth- 
er he  be  parent,  teacher  or  pastor.  It 
will  at  least  serve  to  make  him  aware 
of  the  fact  that  a  revival  in  catechetics 
is  sweeping  the  Catholic  world. 


it 


IT  DEPENDS  ON  YOUR  PERSPECTIVE 

We  have  "prize"  students  like  all  schools  —  the  kind  that  are  always  in  trouble 
in  the  school  yard,  under-achieving  in  school  and  whose  homes  are  not  the  most 
desirable.  When  taking  down  the  crib  this  year  we  found  the  following  under  the 
baby  in  the  crib  —  signed  by  one  of  our  "prizes":  "Love  to  the  Baby  Jesus  from 
Gerry."  — s.m.p. 

KEEPS  MEN  BROKE.  IT'S  THE  MINK  IN  THE  WINDOW 
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Camp  Morton,  Manitoba 


Rural 
Teacher 


Sister  C.  Camozzi 


"Sister,  here  comes  Mary  and  she  has  everybody  around 
her."  (Oh,  I  thought,  that's  nice) 

"Sister,  Mary  has  an  owl."  (Oh,  please  God,  not  an 
owl) 

"It  isn't  an  owl."  (Thank  God) 
"It's  a  hawk."  (Where'll  I  run?) 
"It's  dead."  (Even  so) 

I  ran  out  (walked  quickly)  to  meet  Mary  and  said 
flatly,  "Oh,  a  hawk,  let  it  watch  you  play  ball  —  it  can 
watch  you  like  a  hawk."  (Pretty  corny  but  I  hope  it 
works  —  it  did) 

"Now,"  (with  excitement  in  my  voice)  "let's  bury  it. 
Paul,  you  be  the  pall-bearer,  and  Marion,  you  can  be 
the  grave-digger.  What's  the  matter,  don't  you  know 
what  a  pall-bearer  is?  Yes,  it's  a  bear  that  lives  up 
North  ..."  (Well,  we  got  it  buried  anyway) 
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Book 
Review 


The  Gutenberg  Galaxy 


the  gutenberg  galaxy.  By  Marshall 
McLuhan.  University  of  Toronto 
Press.  294  pp.  $5.95. 

Nicolas  Berdyaev  says,  "Apocalypse  is 
not  only  a  revelation  of  the  end  of  the 
world  and  of  the  last  judgement.  Apoca- 
lypse is  also  the  revelation  of  the  continual 
nearness  of  the  end  within  history  itself 
..."  In  this  latter  sense  as  used  by  Ber- 
dyaev, The  Gutenberg  Galaxy  by  Dr.  Mar- 
shall McLuhan  of  St.  Michael's  College, 
University  of  Toronto,  may  be  called  apo- 
calyptic. In  Dr.  McLuhan's  words,  "  .  .  . 
The  Gutenberg  Galaxy  is  a  series  of  histori- 
cal observations  of  the  new  cultural  com- 
pletions ensuing  upon  the  'disturbances'  first 
of  literacy,  and  then  of  printing  ..."  and 
"Now  in  the  electric  age,  the  very  instan- 
taneous nature  of  co-existence  among  our 
technological  instruments  has  created  a  crisis 
quite  new  in  history  ...  As  long  as  our 
technologies  were  as  slow  as  the  wheel  or 
the  alphabet  or  money,  the  fact  that  they 
were  separate,  closed  systems  was  socially 
and  psychically  supportable.  This  is  not  true 
now  when  sight  and  sound  and  movement 
are  simultaneous  and  global  in  extent  .  .  .  " 

Throughout  the  book  one  is  constantly 
aware  of  the  author's  intense  concentration 
upon  one  theme:  The  typographic  revolution 
and  its  effects  upon  our  culture,  and  the  in- 
disputable corollary  that  the  electronic  revo- 
lution will  have  even  greater  effects  than 
the  printing  revolution. 

The  Gutenberg  Galaxy  is  not  light  read- 
ing. Dr.  McLuhan's  learning  is  staggering. 
The  bibliography  in  its  length,  depth  and 
variety,  indicates  a  mind  steeped  in  scholar- 
ship. An  acknowledged  expert  in  the  study 
of  communications  media  he  is  well 
equipped  to  handle  a  subject  "around  which 
much  emotion  and  controversy  are  daily  en- 
gendered as  our  world  shifts  from  a  visual 


to  an  auditory  orientation  in  its  electric 
technology." 

Dr.  McLuhan  is  aware  of  the  changes 
which  are  occurring  now  in  our  cultural  ex- 
istence. Not  even  he  can  foresee  the  future 
but  he  can  and  does  prepare  us  for  the 
change  which  is  as  inevitable  as  the  rising 
of  the  sun.  With  ideas  which,  though  novel, 
are  very  wise,  with  an  equally  novel  use  of 
the  words  made  possible  by  the  phonetic  al- 
phabet (the  phonetic  alphabet  which  is  given 
very  full  treatment  indeed  in  the  entire 
book),  Dr.  McLuhan's  thought  is,  to  bor- 
row a  simile  from  the  electronic  age,  like  a 
rocket  soaring  out  into  space.  His  book  has 
and  will  arrouse  controversy,  he  will  prob- 
ably be  accused  of  over-simplification.  The 
Gutenberg  Galaxy,  nevertheless,  is  an  im- 
portant book  and  could  be  one  of  the  most 
important  sociological  studies  of  our  times. 

In  the  last  chapter,  Dr.  McLuhan  says: 
"That  every  generation  poised  on  the  edge 
of  massive  change  should  later  seem  obli- 
vious of  the  issues  and  the  imminent  event 
would  seem  to  be  natural  enough.  But  it  is 
necessary  to  understand  the  power  and 
thrust  of  technologies  to  isolate  the  senses 
and  thus  hypnotize  society.  The  formula  for 
hypnosis  is  'one  sense  at  a  time.'  And  new 
technology  possesses  the  power  to  hypnotize 
because  it  isolates  the  senses  .  .  .  This  som- 
nambulist conforming  of  beholder  to  the 
new  form  or  structure  renders  those  most 
deeply  immersed  in  a  revolution  the  least 
aware  of  its  dynamic." 

As  mentioned  before,  The  Gutenberg 
Galaxy  is  not  light  reading.  It  requires  care- 
ful and  thoughtful  study.  But  it  has  much  to 
say  which  we  need  to  know;  the  truly 
thoughtful  would  do  well  to  read  it.  It  has 
been  well  said  that  "theories  are  not  lux- 
uries." A  few  people  with  a  very  firm  grip 
on  an  idea  have  managed  to  change  the 
world.  emz 
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PostScript 

In  the  Liturgical  year,  as  season  follows  season,  the  supernatural 
life  of  all  who  believe  in  God,  should  grow  and  develop.  Each 
succeeding  Christmas  should  find  mankind  closer  to  the  ideal  of 
perfection;  perfection  which  will  attain  its  ultimate  in  union  with 
God  in  eternity.  For  this  Christ  came — in  history — at  Bethlehem. 
For  this  He  will  come  —  in  majesty  —  as  Judge.  For  this  He  comes 
daily,  hourly  —  in  mystery  —  through  grace.  Without  His  grace 
we  are  incapable  of  obeying  either  the  natural  law  or  the  Com- 
mandments. 

Edna  St.  Vincent  Millay  has  written  a  sonnet,  "To  Jesus  on  His 
Birthday." 

For  this  your  mother  sweated  in  the  cold, 
For  this  you  bled  upon  the  bitter  tree: 
A  yard  of  tinsel  ribbon  bought  and  sold; 
A  paper  wreath;  a  day  at  home  for  me. 
The  merry  bells  ring  out,  the  people  kneel- 
Up  goes  the  man  of  God  before  the  crowd; 
With  voice  of  honey  and  with  eyes  of  steel 
He  drones  your  humble  gospel  to  the  crowd; 
Nobody  listens.  Less  than  the  wind  that  blows 
Are  all  your  words  to  us  you  died  to  save. 
O  Prince  of  Peace!  O  Sharon's  dewy  Rose! 
How  mute  you  lie  within  your  vaulted  grave. 
The  stone  the  angel  rolled  away  with  tears 
Is  back  upon  your  mouth  this  thousand  years. 
This  is  a  disturbing  sonnet  because  it  is  true  and  not  mere  vapid 
verse.  Its  truth  is  proven  today  in  the  hysterical  acclaim  accorded 
the  murderers  of  helpless  babes.  (Dear  Babe  in  your  manger-crib, 
forgive  and  help  us  all.)  Its  truth  is  proven  in  the  clamouring  for 
easier  divorce  laws  and  legalized  abortion.  Its  truth  is  proven  in  a 
sense  of  values  which  systematically  descends  to  —  what? 

The  Word  of  God  still  comes  in  grace.  We  have  rolled  the  stone 
upon  His  mouth,  not  because  we  do  not  know  but  because  we  have 
forgotten  how  to  love.  This  is  a  world-condition  for  which  we  can- 
not blame  the  Communists  —  but  from  them  we  can  learn  a  lesson. 
Only  when  our  love  for  God's  truth  equals  their  love  for  Satan's 
lies  —  only  then  can  we  begin  to  swing  the  world  upward,  God- 
ward.  Only  then  will  the  stone  again  be  rolled  away  from  the 
mouth  of  the  Word.  But  it  is  up  to  each  of  us  as  individuals  to 
accomplish  this.  Love  is  our  greatest  need,  our  greatest  weapon. 
Our  wish  for  1963  then  is  this  — 

"Heart  of  Jesus,  burning  furnace  of  charity, 

inflame  our  hearts  with  love." 

THE  EDITOR 
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Let  the  angelic  host  of  heaven  exult,  exult  the  mysteries 
divine;  and  for  the  victory  of  so  great  a  King  sound  the 
trumpet  of  salvation.  Let  earth  rejoice,  irradiated  by 
such  mighty  beams,  and,  being  lighted  up  with  the 
splendour  of  the  eternal  King,  let  her  feel  the  shadows 
gone  from  all  her  sphere.  Let  Mother  Church  also  re- 
joice, adorned  with  the  effulgence  of  so  great  a  light  .  .  . 

It  is  truly  meet  and  just,  that  with  all  the  powers  of 
heart  and  mind,  uplifting,  too,  our  voices,  we  sing  the 
God  invisible,  the  Father  almighty,  and  His  only- 
begotten  Son,  Our  Lord  Jesus  Christ  .  .  . 

O  wondrous  condescension  of  Thy  great  kindness  in 
our  regard!  O  inestimable  affection  of  charity:  to  re- 
deem the  slave,  Thou  didst  give  up  the  Son!  O  truly 
necessary  sin  of  Adam,  that  is  wiped  out  by  the  death 
of  Christ;  O  happy  fault,  that  won  for  us  so  loving,  so 
mighty  a  Redeemer!  O  truly  blessed  night,  that  alone 
was  worthy  to  know  the  time  and  the  hour  when  Christ 
rose  again  from  the  dead.  This  is  the  night  of  which  it 
is  written:  And  the  night  shall  be  enlightened  like  day; 
and  the  night  is  my  enlightening  in  my  pleasures  .  .  . 

THE  EXSULTET  OF  THE  EASTER  VIGIL  LITURGY 


We  pray  that  all  our  friends  may  come,  with 
pure  minds,  to  that  feast  where  is  eternal  light. 


Memo 


from  the  editor's  desk 


Sisters  of  Service  and  Education 

During  this  scholastic  year  of  1962-63,  almost  10  per  cent  of  the  professed 
Sisters  of  Service  are  full-time  students  in  various  schools  and  universities.  They 
are  graduate  students  in  Religion  and  Social  Welfare,  undergraduates  in  Arts 
and  Science,  at  Teachers'  Colleges  and  in  senior  matriculation  courses. 

That  a  small  community  should  undertake  so  wide  an  educational  program, 
bespeaks  not  only  courage  but  great  confidence  in  the  boundless  providence  of 
God.  It  takes  courage  to  strip  missions  down  to  the  barest  possible  complement 
of  sisters.  It  takes  confidence  to  embark  on  so  costly  a  program.  We  do  not 
have  institutions  of  higher  learning.  Nor  will  we  have  —  they  do  not  come 
within  the  scope  of  our  missionary  apostolate.  Scholarships  and  professional 
training  grants,  when  available,  are  helpful  but  not  all-embracing. 

Our  educational  program,  however,  is  in  tune  with  the  mind  of  the  Church. 
In  his  letter  to  women  religious  of  July  2,  1962,  our  Holy  Father,  Pope 
John  xxm  wrote:  "Since  the  areas  of  education,  charity  and  social  service  re- 
quire personnel  who  are  prepared  for  the  increased  demands  imposed  by  the 
present-day  order  of  things,  you  must  strive  in  obedience  to  study  and  obtain  the 
degrees  which  will  allow  you  to  surmount  every  difficulty."  Our  educational 
program  would  be  in  tune  with  the  mind  of  Father  Daly  who  ceaselessly  insisted 
that  we  adapt  to  needs  as  they  arise. 

The  first  five  articles  in  this  issue  of  the  field  at  home  are  either  by  or 
about  student-sisters.  The  variety  in  approach  and  in  topic  is,  we  think,  encour- 
aging. It  denotes  a  breadth  of  interest,  a  lack  of  over-preoccupation  with  "my 
particular  studies."  This  is  good.  In  the  letter  quoted  above  the  Holy  Father  says: 
"Let  no  scientific  discovery,  cultural  convention,  social  or  political  assembly  lead 
you  to  think,  'These  things  do  not  concern  me'." 

poise:  the  art  of  lifting  the  eyebrows  instead  of  the  eyes 
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Religious  Correspondence  School  in  Regina 

All  of  us  who  have  ever  visited  Regina,  however  briefly,  know  how  urgently  a 
new  SOS  Religious  Correspondence  School  and  convent  was  needed  there. 
Through  the  generosity  of  His  Grace,  Archbishop  O'Neill,  who  provided  the 
bulk  of  the  money,  the  new  building  is  now  a  reality  as  our  picture  story  shows. 
There  are  so  many  friends  who  helped  before,  during  and  after  the  opening  cere- 
monies that  it  would  be  impossible  to  list  them.  A  special  mention  must  be  made 
of  Reverend  Father  Walter  Wadey  of  Holy  Rosary  Cathedral  and  our  pastor  in 
Regina.  Father's  interest  and  concern  in  the  new  building  was  constant  and  tire- 
less. To  all,  we  offer  our  thanks,  not  only  on  behalf  of  the  sisters  in  Regina  but 
on  behalf  of  the  whole  Community. 


January  Retreat  in  Toronto 

The  Sisters  of  Service  now  have  but  one  entrance  date  a  year,  August  22nd,  and 
we  have  a  full  year's  postulancy  instead  of  six  months.  As  a  result,  we  do  not 
have  either  reception  or  first  profession  ceremonies  on  February  2nd,  as  has  been 
the  case  formerly.  The  January  retreat  occurs  as  usual  though  and  this  year's 
retreatants  spent  eight  profitable,  thought-provoking  and  spiritually  stimulating 
days  under  the  direction  of  Reverend  Paul  MacKerrow,  c.ss.R.,  as  retreat-master. 
At  the  end  of  the  retreat  Father  MacKerrow  requested  only  that,  if  the  sisters 
should  think  of  him,  they  would  say,  "God  help  him."  We  believe  Father  can 
count  on  more  remembrance  than  that,  both  in  prayers  for  himself  and  in  the 
cultivation  of  the  seeds  of  holiness  which  he  planted. 

On  February  2nd,  three  sisters  renewed  their  Vows:  Sister  Edna  Knapik  in 
Toronto,  Sister  Olga  Pawlowski  and  Sister  Joan  Schafhauser  in  Edson.  Our  con- 
gratulations to  all  three  sisters. 


Sister  Daly,  r.h.s.j. 

On  December  26th,  Father  Daly's  sister,  Elizabeth,  died.  She  had  been  a  Relig- 
ious Hospitaler  of  St.  Joseph  for  more  than  60  years  and  had  spent  most  of  those 
years  tending  the  sick  in  the  Hotel  Dieu  of  Montreal.  Sister  Daly  was  a  woman 
of  deep  and  constant  prayerfulness.  We  have  no  doubt  that  her  beloved  brother's 
Sisters  of  Service  owe  much  to  her  prayers.  Happily,  one  does  not  lose  spiritual 
benefactors  through  death,  their  help  is  intensified  from  Heaven.  We  know  that 
it  is  with  this  conviction  that  the  remaining  members  of  Father  Daly's  immediate 
family  have  bowed  humbly  to  the  Will  of  God  in  the  loss  of  their  "dear  Lizzie" 
of  whom  Father  Daly  wrote  so  affectionately.  Their  loss,  nonetheless,  must  be 
keenly  felt  and  we  offer  our  sympathy  to  Mrs.  D.  J.  Byrne  of  Montreal  and  to 
Miss  Eileen  Daly  of  Nice,  France,  to  Reverend  Hector  Daly,  s.J.,  and  to  their 
other  nieces  and  nephews.  Our  dear  Lord  Himself  "will  wipe  all  tears  from  their 
eyes." 

SNAP  JUDGMENTS  HAVE  A  WAY  OF  BECOMING  UNFASTENED 
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Oblates  are 
Versatile 


Sister  Rosemarie  Hudon 


As  I  was  kneeling  in  the  austerely  beau- 
tiful chapel  of  Sedes  Sapientiae,  I  be- 
came vaguely  aware  that  someone  had 
come  to  kneel  in  the  same  pew.  When 
I  got  up  to  leave  I  heard  the  whisper, 
"Weren't  you  working  in  the  Peace 
River  district?"  I  turned  to  look  and  to 
my  glad  surprise  saw  none  other  than 
Brother  Allie!  Once  out  in  the  hall 
there  was  a  great  to-do  about  hand- 
shaking; "Brother!  What  are  you  doing 
in  Ottawa?"  "I  am  here  now  for  good 
—  this  is  my  mission.  What  are  you 
doing  here?"  I  explained  that  I  was 
there  to  work  in  the  library. 

When  he  heard  that  I  was  a  new- 
comer Brother  offered  to  show  me 
around  the  fine  modern  building.  I  ac- 
cepted with  alacrity.  I  admired  its 
beauty,  but  Brother  Allie,  master-car- 
penter that  he  is,  did  not  neglect  to 
point  out  carefully  its  functional  excel- 
lence. During  the  tour  we  exchanged 
reminiscences  of  Oblate  missions  in  the 
Peace  River  country,  rather,  I  should 
say,  we  tried  to  outdo  each  other  in 
that  respect. 

As  the  inspection  drew  to  a  close, 
Brother  announced:  "Now,  I  have 
changed  my  trade,  I  am  doing  book- 
binding here."  Oblate  missionaries  are 


Sister  Hudon  is  a  graduate  student  in 
Religion  at  Ottawa  University. 


versatile.  With  righteous  pride  he 
turned  the  key  and  flung  open  the  door 
of  his  new  workshop.  (How  reality 
contrasted  with  memory!)  Even  to  my 
uninitiated  eye  the  set-up  was  ideal: 
spacious,  airy,  well  lighted  and  ap- 
parently equipped  with  everyhting  in 
the  way  of  modern,  expensive,  accu- 
rate, time-saving  machinery. 

As  was  to  be  expected  of  Brother 
Allie's  charge  all  was  in  perfect  order. 
Every  sort  of  cutter  looked  dangerous- 
ly sharp  to  me,  every  machine  had  its 
own  cover  tailored  to  measure.  I  could 
not  but  think  of  the  stopgaps  which 
had  necessarily  served  as  his  workshops 
when  this  devoted  Oblate  of  Mary  Im- 
maculate worked  on  the  northern  mis- 
sions. For  a  long  while  it  was  a  corner 
of  the  unfinished  building  as  he  worked 
on  Rosary  School  in  Manning.  Often  it 
was  simply  a  table  on  sawhorses  set  up 
outside  the  rectory,  which  meant  a  mad 
dash  for  the  shelter  of  the  garage  when 
rain  fell. 

I  have  a  suspicion  that  Brother  Allie 
did  not  keep  union  hours  when  he  was 
building.  We  usually  had  high  Masses 
in  Manning  and  Brother  and  the  Sis- 
ters alternated  in  the  singing.  A  quick 
breakfast  and  away  he  went.  His  sup- 
per was  a  little  earlier  than  ours  so  he 
was  assured  of  a  quiet  hour  in  the 
chapel  while  we  were  busy  with  dishes 
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Brother  Allie 
visiting  a  Metis 
family  in 

Northern  Alberta,  1941 


and  similar  household  chores.  Before 
taking  his  evening's  recreation  he 
would  see  to  his  tools  and  have  work 
laid  out  ready  for  the  morning.  Every 
cutting  tool  was  sharpened  and  laid  out 
on  some  sort  of  woolly  material, 
brushes  were  taken  out  of  turpentine 
and  wrapped  in  thicknesses  of  news- 
paper, folded  squarely  to  protect  the 
bristles,  nails  were  set  out  in  tin  boxes 
(these  tins  had  once  contained  jellied 
meat).  Brushes,  saws  and  hammers 
were  ranged  according  to  size. 

I  like  to  think  that  Our  Lady  must 
have  smiled  upon  Brother  Allie's  tidy 
array  of  tools;  perhaps  she  remem- 


bered other  tools  neatly  arranged  on 
another  worktable  —  in  Nazareth. 

"In  spite  of  all  this  efficiency,  Broth- 
er, wouldn't  you  like  to  be  back  in  the 
Peace  River  District?"  "Of  course  I 
would,  if  my  health  could  stand  it.  But 
maybe,  anyway,  I  will  get  a  trip  back 
there  for  my  Golden  Jubilee  which  is 
pretty  soon." 

"I  hope  so  too,  Brother.  It  will  be 
quite  a  long  trip  if  you  visit  all  the 
churches,  schools  and  convents  that 
you  built.  Don't  forget  the  Sisters  of 
Service  convent  in  Manning  where 
there  is  a  great  welcome  waiting  for 
you." 


Brother  Allie 
in  his 
Ottawa  U. 
workshop,  1  963 
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We  Go  to 
Assumption 


Sister  Adrienne  Pelletier 


Greetings  from  Assumption!  Sister 
Haider  and  I  are  living  busy  lives  here 
but  that  is  something  we  share  in  com- 
mon with  all  of  you.  Since  I  have  only 
five  term-papers  to  write  and  a  half- 
dozen  mid-term  examinations  for  which 
to  prepare,  it  was  with  great  joy  that  I 
received  an  SOS  from  the  editor  of  this 
magazine  —  asking  a  favour  —  a  few 
words  from  our  corner  of  the  world. 

This  year  is  important  for  both  the 
University  and  us.  We  are  making  his- 
tory in  that  we  are  the  first  Sisters  of 
Service  to  study  here.  The  University  is 
making  history,  for  in  July  it  will  be- 
come non-denominational  and  will 
change  its  name  to  the  University  of 
Windsor. 

The  motto  of  Assumption  is  the 
motto  of  the  Basilian  Fathers,  those 
tremendous  educators  whose  name  is 
synonymous  with  dedicated  scholar- 
ship. Bonitatem  et  disciplinem  et  scien- 
tiam  doce  me  is  the  motto  which  beck- 
ons the  students,  as  well  as  the  Fathers, 
along  the  path  of  truth. 

To  my  mind,  goodness  can  be 
learned  especially  well  in  our  English 


Sister  Pelletier  and  Sister  Haider  are  regis- 
tered nurses  studying  toward  a  B.Sc.  in  Pub- 
lic Health  Nursing  at  Assumption  University 
of  Windsor. 


course.  You  see  we  have  a  Professor 
who  teaches  more  than  English;  he  im- 
parts to  his  students  a  way  of  life 
which  includes  goodness  and  love.  We 
look  forward  to  his  unique  lectures 
which  enable  us  to  apply  the  course- 
content  to  the  personal  enrichment  of 
our  lives.  Besides  this  Mr.  Plante,  our 
Professor,  is  a  practical  man  who  as- 
signs such  things  as  a  college  research 
paper,  an  English  sonnet,  a  simple 
story,  et  cetera.  The  blood,  sweat  and 
tears  involved  in  the  accomplishment 
of  these  feats  are  dissolved  when  we 
view  the  finished  products  and  think, 
for  instance,  that  Shakespeare  is  not 
the  only  one  to  have  written  an  English 
sonnet. 

There  are  many  aspects  to  be  con- 
sidered when  we  examine  the  discipline 
that  is  taught  at  Assumption.  I,  how- 
ever, am  reminded  of  the  application  of 
discipline  in  Science  courses.  All  pad- 
ding and  bluffing  must  be  left  behind 
(perhaps  in  the  Arts  Building),  upon 
entering  the  Science  Building.  Here, 
facts  are  the  only  things  that  count.  I 
am  learning  that  chemists  and  bacteri- 
ologists will  tolerate  nothing  but  facts 
—  hundreds  of  them!  Is  this  not  disci- 
pline to  the  nth  degree? 

Under  wisdom  comes  all  the  knowl- 
edge to  which  we  are  exposed,  so  ex- 
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Sister  Pelletier  burns  the  midnight  oil 


posed,  in  fact,  that  you  either  acquire 
some  of  it  or  die  in  the  attempt.  Even 
the  most  learned  are  still  striving  to 
learn.  For  instance  —  some  time  ago  I 
was  talking  to  my  Psychology  Profes- 
sor about  all  the  work  I  had  to  do  and, 
in  particular,  about  the  two  term  pap- 
ers which  were  due  just  one  day  be- 
fore the  January  final  exams.  I  guess  I 
was  really  going  to  it  because  Father 
could  not  get  a  word  in  edgewise. 
When  I  finally  finished  he  said,  very 
calmly,  "Sister,  have  you  ever  had  a 
nervous  breakdown?"  I  answered,  "No, 
but  I'm  going  to."  And  Father  said,  "It 
should  be  interesting."  That's  what  I 
mean.  Everyone  is  out  for  knowledge, 
even  the  professors.  Philosophy  surely 
comes  under  the  heading —  Wisdom. 
Which  reminds  me,  if  anyone  has  in 
his  possession  a  Classic  Comic  Book 
of  the  works  of  Plato  and  Aristotle, 
please  forward  immediately.  The  same 
will  be  greatly  appreciated.  Seriously, 
if  we  apply  ourselves  diligently,  we  are 


certain  to  leave  here  with  added  good- 
ness, discipline  and  knowledge. 

The  Sisters  of  Service  are  making 
many  sacrifices  for  their  student-sisters 
and  we  are  most  grateful  for  the  oppor- 
tunity which  the  Community  is  giving 
us.  It  is  a  wonderful  thing  when  a  small 
Institute  like  ours  looks  beyond  our 
present  pressing  need  of  more  person- 
nel to  the  greater  service  to  the  Church 
which  a  highly-trained  group  of  relig- 
ious can  give.  Nor  are  the  fundamental 
needs  of  the  individual  members  of  the 
Community  ever  overlooked.  Our  work 
for  God  has  little  value  without  the 
positive  attitude  and  personal  dedica- 
tion of  each  one  of  us.  Sister  Haider 
and  I  hope  that  through  this  liberal 
education  we  will  discover  our  true 
selves,  become  better  women,  better 
religious,  better  nurses,  and  thus  live 
richer  lives  as  Sisters  of  Service.  This 
education  will  inevitably  lead  us  to 
evolve  our  former  ideas  into  the  true 
concept  of  the  seamless  unity  of  man. 


IS  NOT  RESPONSIBLE  FOR  MANY  CASUALTIES  EITHER 
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Ecumenism 
at  Number  62 


Sister  Agnes  Sheehan 


Pope  John  xxm  has  an  ardent  and  able 
supporter  in  the  person  of  Sister 
Hayes,  for  in  whatever  occupation  she 
is  engaged  she  manages  to  exercise  the 
"apostolate  of  good  will." 

Currently  a  student  at  Manitoba 
Teachers  College,  she  is  a  member  of 
Class  H  —  those  with  special  singing 
talent  who  comprise  the  College  Con- 
cert Choir,  grouped  thus  for  conveni- 
ence in  practising.  Sister  is  the  only  re- 
ligious in  "H"  —  a  group  of  about 
forty-five  of  all  faiths.  Working  togeth- 
er in  extra-curricular  projects  like  the 
choir,  they  are  a  more  cohesive  group 
than  is  often  the  case  with  such  a  class. 
The  students  are  friendly  toward  Sister, 
but  do  regard  her  somewhat  as  one 
akin  to  a  visitor  from  outer  space. 

During  the  Christmas  holidays,  when 
our  residence  looked  invitingly  festive, 
Sister  Hayes  conceived  the  idea  of  in- 
viting her  class  to  a  party.  On  her  re- 
turn to  classes  in  January  the  invita- 
tion was  issued  —  and  received  with 
varying  degrees  of  enthusiasm.  A  Tues- 
day was  chosen  since  most  of  the 
group  would  be  downtown  from  Col- 
lege Residence  for  bowling.  Announce- 


ments were  made  in  class:  "Don't  for- 
get you're  invited  to  the  Grey  Sister's 
party"  and  "There's  the  party  at  the 
Nuns'  house  after  bowling  tonight."  It 
seemed  obvious  that  they  looked  for- 
ward to  a  dull  evening  sitting  primly 
in  some  convent  parlour. 

Meanwhile  Sister  Hayes  had  been 
busy  on  the  home-front.  She  had  invit- 
ed our  girls  to  the  party,  to  help  her 
entertain  the  guests;  a  program  of 
games  and  songs  had  been  worked  out; 
dancing  was  out  since  it  was  contrary 
to  the  creed  of  some  of  the  students. 
This  was  new  to  our  girls  for  to  many 
of  them  "dance"  and  "party"  are  sy- 
nonymous. 

It  would  have  been  interesting  to 
have  tuned  in  on  the  guests'  thinking 
as  they  arrived  and  were  greeted  by 
our  vivacious  and  attractive  girls.  Soon 
the  party  was  in  full  swing,  the  pro- 
gram varying  from  action  games  to 
melodrama  played  to  the  full.  They 
sang,  they  played,  they  ate  to  reple- 
tion —  and  left  reluctantly.  Our  girls 
held  an  after-party,  one  of  those  talk 
sessions  for  which  they're  famous,  es- 
pecially late  at  night,  and  declared 
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they'd  had  a  fabulous  evening.  They 
didn't  know  one  could  have  so  much 
fun  without  dancing! 

The  next  day  Sister  Hayes  was  greet- 
ed on  all  sides  with  enthusiasm  and  a 
new  respect  by  those  who  had  attend- 
ed, with  regret  by  those  who  had  not. 


When  she  returned  home  that  evening 
she  found  a  beautiful  bouquet  of  flow- 
ers, sent  to  "the  Sisters  and  girls  at  62 
with  thanks  for  a  wonderful  evening" 
from  Class  H.  Was  good  will  generated 
through  this  effort?  Yes — Sister  Hayes 
had  done  it  again! 


OUR  JUBILARIANS 


sister  mary  Phillips  —  was  born  in 
St.  Amalie,  Manitoba  but  was  brought 
up  in  Toronto  where  she  received 
her  education.  From  1938  to  1941 
Sister  Phillips  was  stationed  first  in 
Edmonton,  later  in  Sinnett, 
Saskatchewan.  She  then  went  to 
Ed  son  where  for  nine  years  she  was 
Secretary  of  St.  John's  Hospital. 
Sister  was  appointed  superior  of  the 
Ry croft  mission  in  1950.  In  1956  she 
attended  Teachers  College  at  the 
University  of  Alberta  and  has  since 
been  teaching  in  Ry  croft. 


sister  rita  maclellan  —  an  Islander 

born  and  bred,  Sister  was  born  at 
Indian  River,  P.E.I.  After  first 
profession  in  1938,  Sister  attended  the 
Toronto  Normal  School  and  has 
been  teaching  almost  continually 
since.  Sister  MacLellan  has  been  on 
the  teaching  staff  at  Wexford,  Ontario, 
Camp  Morton,  Manitoba,  Peace 
River,  Alberta,  Christian  Island, 
Ontario.  From  1951  to  1954  she  was 
in  the  Diocesan  office  of  the 
Confraternity  of  Christian  Doctrine  in 
Saskatoon.  In  1960  Sister  was 
appointed  superior  of  our  Camp 
Morton  mission  where  she  is  presently 
stationed. 


To  both  Sister  MacLellan  and  Sister  Phillips  we  offer  our  sincere  congratulations  on 
the  occasion  of  their  Silver  Jubilee.  May  the  fruits  of  their  work  in  the  Home 
Mission  Field  increase  and  multiply  like  the  stars  of  the  sky  and  the  sands  of  the  sea. 


is  that  they  insist  on  imitating  their  parents 
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The 
Letter  from 
Toronto 


Sister  Anne  McPhee 


It  was  not  the  first  letter  I  had  received 
from  2  Wellesley  Place,  Toronto,  nor 
the  first,  by  any  means,  from  my  Sis- 
ter General.  But  this  letter  from  Sister 
General  of  July  25,  1962,  was  differ- 
ent. In  it  I  was  told  that,  beginning 
September  4, 1  was  to  go  back  to  study. 
I?  Study?  I  read  the  letter  again.  Yes, 
that  was  what  it  said. 

So  many  thoughts  rushed  through 
my  mind.  "Why,  it  is  seventeen  years 
since  I  left  school!"  "By  now  I  have 
forgotten  all  I  did  learn!"  "Now  I  am 
too  old  to  go  to  school."  "Besides,  I  am 
so  happy  right  where  I  am,  with  every- 
thing just  the  way  I  like  it.  It  will  be 
too  hard  to  leave  all  this  and  begin  a 
new  kind  of  life  now." 

Before  many  minutes  had  passed, 
these  cowardly  and  selfish  thoughts 
were  being  pushed  aside  by  other 
thoughts,  thoughts  more  becoming  to  a 
Sister  of  Service.  "Why  did  you  leave 
home  in  the  first  place?"  "Why  are  you 


Sister  McPhee  is  a  Grade  XII  student  at 
Rich  Valley,  Alberta.  Two  SOS  went  to  Rich 
Valley  last  September,  one  to  teach  in  the 
Public  School,  one  to  study. 


here  now,  and  wearing  this  uniform?" 
"Do  you  remember  what  you  promised 
on  that  memorable  day  ten  years  ago 
when,  at  the  foot  of  the  altar,  you  pro- 
nounced those  holy  Vows?" 

Yes,  I  knew  why,  and  I  did  remem- 
ber; and  in  my  heart  I  also  knew  I 
wanted  with  my  whole  being  to  renew 
that  offering  of  myself  to  my  Creator. 
Was  not  this  just  what  I  had  been  wait- 
ing for?  A  chance  to  show  God  my 
love  by  obeying  Him  through  my  Su- 
periors, His  representatives,  even 
though  it  might  hurt,  might  disturb  ray 
little  plans  or  way  of  life?  How  else 
win  a  crown,  unless  by  the  way  of  the 
cross? 

It  was  with  renewed  courage,  then, 
that  I  left  Edmonton  for  my  new  home 
in  Rich  Valley;  but  also  with  a  mixture 
of  human  fear  and  timid  anticipation  at 
going  into  the  unknown.  Now,  after 
several  months  back  at  school,  I  can 
truthfully  say  there  is  nothing  wanting 
to  me.  The  wide  open  spaces  of  the 
country,  the  magnificent  ever-changing 
sky,  the  congenial  companionship  of 
Sister  Deighan,  the  helpful  teachers  and 
friendly  classmates  all  remind  me  con- 
tinually that  truly  the  Lord  is  here! 


fortune-hunter:  a  man  who  marries  for  money 
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Mr.  Cumberland, 
principal  of  Rich  Valley 
School,  teaches  Math, 
to  Grade  XII  students 


The   lessons  —  my   "cross" —  I   find  I  shall  be  pleased  in  June  to  know  that 

most  interesting  and  enjoyable.  I  have  served  the  Lord  the  way  He 

Will  I  pass  all,  or  any,  of  the  sub-  wished  this  year.  In  every  letter  I  write 

jects?  That  is  not  the  important  thing,  to  Sister  General  I  say:  "Thank  you 

Of  course,  that  is  my  ambition;  but,  if,  for  sending  me  back  to  school  —  and 

after  having  done  my  best,  I  fail,  then  for  sending  me  to  Rich  Valley." 


OMISSIONS  AND  DELINQUENCY 

"Forgive  us,  O  Lord,  our  sins  of  omission." 

It  is  an  appalling  thought  that  our  omissions  —  which  seem  a  negative  thing  — 
can  often  do  as  much  damage  as  a  sin  in  word,  thought  or  deed  —  which  is  a 
positive  act. 

It  is  the  little  kindnesses  which  we  do  not  take  time  or  thought  to  perform 
which  keep  us  from  attaining  the  charity  "that  understands  all  things." 

It  is  the  prayers  which  we  do  not  say  which  fail  to  bind  us  in  close  friendship 
with  God. 

It  is  the  duties  which  we  omit  which  mount  into  sins  against  justice. 

It  is  the  omission  of  patience  or  love  of  parent  to  child  which  leads  to  dis- 
obedience, disrespect,  delinquency. 

It  is  the  omission  of  obedience  and  love  of  child  to  parent  which  can  blight 
an  entire  life. 

CARDINAL  CUSHING 

Reprinted  from  the  monstrance 
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At  the  Heart 
of  a  Nation 


Sister  Patricia  Cooper 


The  idea  behind  this  article  is  that  it 
should  appear  to  be  a  completely  spon- 
taneous expression  of  my  enthusiastic 
views  on  Ottawa.  But  the  Editor  asked 
me  to  write  it. 

Do  you  know  why  she  asked  me? 
Because  she,  by  her  own  admission,  is 
prejudiced  about  Ottawa  (pro-preju- 
diced), but  she  does  not  want  this  gen- 
erally known.  Since  the  Editor  cannot 
be  objective  she  asked  me  to  write  — 
she  thinks  that  I  can  be.  That's  the 
laughable  part;  you  see,  I  live  here  and 
I'm  prejudiced  too.  So  there,  it's  out! 
I'll  try  to  clothe  my  prejudiced  re- 
marks in  as  much  objectivity  as  pos- 
sible. 

Ottawa  is  just  about  the  friendliest, 
most  congenial  city  in  which  one  could 
live.  (I  said  I  would  be  objective.) 
Why?  That  is  difficult  to  explain,  not 
because  there  are  no  concrete  reasons, 
but  they  are  so  intertwined  with  the  in- 
tangible and  the  indefinable  that  it  is 


Sister  Cooper  is  a  student  in  the  Faculty  of 
Arts  of  St.  Patrick's  College,  Ottawa. 


hard  to  separate  them,  even  for  the 
sake  of  clarity. 

If  you  have  ever  lived  in  Ottawa 
everything  I  say  will  be  wrong,  or  in- 
adequate, or  unsatisfactory.  If  you 
haven't  lived  here,  nothing  I  say  will 
convince  you.  Ottawa  is  the  heart  of 
the  Nation,  the  pulse  of  Canada.  Here, 
two  cultures  meet  to  give  of  their  best 
to  each  other. 

Having  arrived  in  Ottawa  late  at 
night,  my  first  view  of  the  city  was 
through  the  mist  of  a  September  morn- 
ing. Perhaps,  to  some,  mist  has  no 
magic  but  is  merely  an  early  morning 
fog  with  generally  dampening  effects. 
But  to  this  newcomer,  the  mist  lent 
charm  to  the  city. 

From  Rosary  Hall,  the  SOS  Resi- 
dential Club  in  Ottawa,  I  travelled 
eastward  on  Wellington  Street  that 
September  morning  and  had  my  first 
glimpse  of  the  stately  federal  parlia- 
ment buildings  on  Parliament  Hill.  The 
mist  had  begun  to  lift;  I  could  see  the 
face  of  the  Peace  Tower  clock.  As  we 
passed  Confederation  Square  the  first 
rays  of  sunlight  struck  the  strong  lines 
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Beyond  the  famous 
tulip  beds  the 
Peace  Tower  rises 


of  the  National  War  Memorial  erected 
to  the  memory  of  the  fighting  men  of 
World  War  I.  That  day,  as  on  the  grey 
days  of  November  when  the  last  leaves 
of  autumn  swept  forlornly  across  its 
base,  through  the  cold  days  of  winter 
when  it  was  covered  with  a  cloak  of 
snow,  until  spring,  with  its  wealth  of 
crocuses  and  tulips,  the  Memorial  im- 
pressed me. 

Eventually,  on  that  September  day, 
the  bus  crossed  the  bridge  spanning 
the  Rideau  Canal.  Across  the  canal  on 
the  Federal  Driveway  stands  St.  Pat- 
rick's College — my  destination.  Staffed 
by  the  Oblates  of  Mary  Immaculate 
of  the  English  Province,  the  College  is 
affiliated,  as  an  English-speaking  col- 
lege, with  the  University  of  Ottawa.  St. 


Pat's,  as  it  is  affectionately  known, 
was  established  in  1932  and  offers 
courses  leading  to  the  degrees  of  Bach- 
elor of  Arts,  Bachelor  of  Science,  as 
well  as  degrees  in  Commerce  and  the 
Social  Sciences.  The  organization  of  a 
professional  graduate  school,  the 
School  of  Social  Welfare  of  the  Univer- 
sity of  Ottawa,  was  entrusted  to  St. 
Patrick's  in  1948. 

The  college  calendar  states  that  "the 
courses  .  .  .  are  designed  to  fulfill  the 
highest  ideals  of  Catholic  education. 
...  St.  Patrick's  is  a  small  college.  But 
it  is  characterized  by  a  Catholic  life 
and  atmosphere,  a  well-trained  and  de- 
voted faculty,  and  a  happy,  intimate 
relationship  between  professor  and 
student."  There  may  be  colleges  as 
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friendly  as  St.  Pat's.  I  am  sure  there  are 
none  friendlier.  The  students  are  ami- 
able and  hard-working;  the  professors 
are  approachable,  interested  and  de- 
voted. Everyone  at  St.  Pat's  always 
seems  to  have  time  to  laugh.  That's  a 
nice  quality.  Occasionally  strange 
things  happen  —  for  instance,  the  dis- 
appearance of  St.  Patrick's  statue  on 
the  feast  of  St.  Andrew,  just  shortly  af- 
ter the  Reverend  Hugh  MacDougall, 
o.m.i.,  was  appointed  Dean  of  the  Fac- 
ulty of  Arts.  There  are  amusing  mom- 
ents, too,  as  on  the  occasion  when  two 
students  from  the  University  of  Mos- 
cow came  to  address  the  student  body 
and  were  delayed  in  their  lecture  by 
their  failure  to  find  the  Russian  equiva- 
lent of  the  English  word  "truth." 

However  impressive  a  Parliament 
site,  however  reputable  a  college,  nei- 
ther would  arouse  much  enthusiasm  if 
one  had  no  home.  To  five  Sisters  of 
Service  and  twenty-two  girls,  home  in 
Ottawa  is  Rosary  Hall  on  Albert 
Street,  close  to  the  centre  of  the  city. 
It  is  a  happy  house.  Often  one  or  other 
of  the  girls  has  said,  "It's  just  like 
home  here."  What  more  could  they 
say?  Girls  are  girls  —  anywhere,  but 
the  ones  here  are  just  a  bit  special,  I 
think.  They  have  a  refreshing  simplicity 
and  openness  with  a  matter-of-fact 
friendliness. 

All  through  the  years  in  Ottawa  the 
Dominican  Fathers  have  been  most 
generous  in  providing  us  with  chap- 
lain service.  Our  little  chapel  is  prayer- 
ful and  each  morning  we  have  Holy 
Mass  in  the  Dominican  Rite.  There  are, 
of  course,  the  usual  club  activities  — 
bowling,  leathercraft,  annual  retreat, 
seasonal  parties,  to  prevent  boredom 
and  to  weld  the  girls  together.  Rosary 
Hall  is  home  to  many  girls  in  Ottawa 


even  after  they  have  left  here. 

Ottawa  means  many  things.  It 
means  living  at  a  point  where  the  best 
aspects  of  two  cultures  meet  and 
mingle,  but  do  not  become  completely 
blended,  for  that  would  destroy  the 
very  quality  which  makes  Canada 
uniquely  what  she  is.  Ottawa  means 
the  opportunity  to  see  the  federal  par- 
liament in  session,  to  enjoy  the  cultural 
advantages  offered  by  the  universities, 
the  libraries,  the  National  Museum  and 
the  National  Gallery.  Ottawa  means 
the  Peace  Tower  with  its  splendid  caril- 
lon, the  red-coated  Mounties  on  Parlia- 
ment Hill  and  at  Rideau  Hall,  the  tulip 
festival  in  spring,  the  Mall  in  summer, 
the  red  and  gold  of  the  Gatineau  Hills 
in  the  autumn.  Ottawa  means  other 
things :  the  row  after  row  of  communi- 
cants in  the  various  churches,  the  Con- 
ventual Mass  and  Compline,  in  the  ev- 
ening, at  the  Dominican  Church  of  St. 
Jean  Baptiste  where  the  liturgy  is  en- 
acted with  an  effortless  grace  which 
makes  one  happy  that  in  a  world  of 
haste  there  are  those  who  pause  to 
praise.  Ottawa  means  the  friendliness 
of  the  people  you  pass  in  the  street 
when  you  are  constantly  deciding  when 
to  say  "Good  morning"  and  when  to 
say  "Bonjour,"  and  constantly,  your 
decisions  are  wrong. 

These  are  the  more  or  less  external 
advantages  of  life  in  the  Capital.  Cer- 
tainly they  have  a  latent  effect  interior- 
ly. There  are  others,  harder  to  define. 
The  student-sister  learns  that  the  long 
hours  spent  in  study  are  not  sterile  or 
fruitless  in  relation  to  the  apostolate. 
Perhaps  she  feels,  at  times,  that  she  is 
doing  nothing  concrete,  but  she  knows 
that  she  cannot  give  what  she  does  not 
yet  have,  that  she  has  to  begin  to  be 
before  she  can  do.  A  Latin  verb  can 
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become  an  occasion  for  an  act  of  faith 
when  she  is  convinced  that,  if  she 
learns  with  love  as  her  motive,  as  a 
conscious  member  of  the  Church  she 
has  contributed  to  the  life  and  vitality 
of  the  Mystical  Body.  She  begins  to 
understand  that,  to  someone,  some- 
where in  that  Body,  the  love  poured 
into  the  learning  of  the  verb  could  be 
of  the  utmost  importance.  While  she 
gives  all  she  has  to  the  acquiring  of 
the  specialization  needed  for  the  work 
she  will  later  do,  she  knows  that  sanc- 
tification  comes  first,  that  love  is  the 
important  thing  and  it  alone  determines 
the  value  of  what  she  does.  She  learns 


to  do  the  best  she  can  and  to  leave  the 
rest  to  God.  These  things  can  be 
learned  anywhere  because  they  are  so 
universal,  but  it's  good  to  learn  them 
here.  Here  she  senses  the  atmosphere 
of  faith  strengthened  by  a  background 
of  Christian  tradition.  This  atmosphere 
and  this  background  are  appreciated 
more,  perhaps,  because  she  knows  that 
in  the  missionary  work  of  the  future 
she  may  well  be  deprived  of  both. 

One  day,  of  course,  Ottawa  will  be 
only  a  memory,  but  it  will  be  a  happy 
one.  I  shall  always  whisper,  "Thank 
you"  when  I  think  of  the  Heart  of  the 
Nation. 


The  Mall,  closed  to  traffic,  is  a  favorite  summer  attraction  in  Ottawa 
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NEEDS  SISTERS 


Because  ever  since  Eve,  the  Divine  Economy  has  made 
"woman's  touch"  a  necessary  adjunct  to  each  effort  of 
the  social  apostolate  to  extend  Christ's  reign  in  the 
hearts  of  men. 

Because  as  Marthas,  Sisters  must  be  busy  about  "much 
serving"  of  Christ's  uncared-for  children  in  countless 
areas  of  God's  wide  and  wonderful  world. 

Because  as  Marys,  they  may  do  the  "one  thing"  abso- 
lutely necessary  —  to  render  to  God  always  the  things 
that  are  God's  in  loving,  fruitful  worship. 

Because  the  tender  Shepherd  of  the  Gospels  wants  con- 
secrated souls  to  seek  for  the  lambs  which  have  strayed 
from  His  Fold;  to  extricate  them  from  the  thorn  bushes 
in  which  they  have  become  entangled  and  to  bring  them 
back  to  His  loving  arms. 

Because  the  Tremendous  Lover  of  the  souls  of  all  men 
proffers  a  Divine  proposal  to  love-filled  hearts  to  follow 
Him  in  a  glorious  life  of  joyous  service  that  reaps  a 
hundredfold  here  on  earth  in  undreamed  of  ways,  and 
an  eternity  of  perfect  happiness. 

For  information,  write: 
Reverend  Sister  General 
Sisters  of  Service 
2  Wellesley  Place 
Toronto  5,  Canada 
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A  Dream 
Materialized 


Sister  Caroline  Albury 


Saturday,  November  17th  will  always 
be  a  red-letter  day  for  the  Sisters  of 
Service  in  Regina.  On  that  date  in 
1962  our  new  Convent  and  Religious 
Correspondence  School  was  officially 
opened.  Since  the  previous  December, 
when  plans  were  finalized  with  Mr.  T. 
McCudden  as  architect,  the  work  pro- 
ceeded with  the  problems,  changes  and 
set-backs  which  are  part  of  the  erec- 
tion of  a  new  building.  That  Saturday 
in  November  saw  the  dream-on-paper 
of  so  many  months  materialize  into 
wood  and  brick. 

At  the  suggestion  of  Mrs.  J.  W. 
Dubnick,  the  C.W.L.  "Civic  Action 
Committee"  of  Regina  took  charge  of 
the  organization  of  the  "Open  House," 
with  Mrs.  V.  Coffey  as  special  con- 
vener. The  sisters  were  then  free  to  en- 
tertain their  guests.  We  were  happy  to 
have  our  Reverend  Sister  General,  who 
came  all  the  way  from  Toronto  to  take 
part  in  the  celebration;  Sisters  Fitz- 
gerald, Morgan  and  Coates  came  from 
Edmonton  and  Sisters  M.  Regan,  J. 
Coffee  and  J.  Saucier  from  Sinnett. 

The  "Big  Day"  for  which  we  had 
hoped  and  planned  so  long  began  with 
Mass  offered  in  the  chapel  of  the  new 
house  by  Reverend  W.  Wadey  "for  our 
benefactors,"  of  which  he  himself  is 
one  of  the  chief. 

The  guests  started  to  arrive  at  two 
o'clock  in  the  afternoon  and  quite  a 


number  had  assembled  when  Monsig- 
nor  F.  Gerein,  p. a.,  v.g.,  arrived  to 
bless  the  new  building.  He  was  assisted 
by  Reverend  J.  Kutarna  and  Reverend 
R.  Kunka,  of  the  Cathedral  staff.  Both 
assistant  priests  had  learned  their  cate- 
chism by  mail  from  this  mission.  After 
the  blessing  all  assembled  in  the  chapel 
for  Benediction  and  the  singing  of  the 
Te  Deum.  Among  the  special  guests 
was  Very  Reverend  P.  S.  Kinlin,  d.d., 
who  was  our  faithful  chaplain  for 
many  years. 

Until  9:30  p.m.  the  sisters  were 
busy  meeting  the  constant  stream  of 
visitors  and  showing  them  over  the 
house.  The  volunteer  staff  of  ladies  was 
marvellously  efficient  at  serving  re- 
freshments and  insuring  that  every 
guest  received  courteous  attention.  For 
this  we  are  deeply  grateful. 

Our  visitors  were  well  pleased  with 
everything  they  saw.  There  were  mag- 
nificent bouquets  of  beautiful  flowers  in 
rooms  and  corridors  on  the  first  floor, 
donated  by  our  architects  and  contrac- 
tors and  tastefully  arranged  by  our 
good  friend,  Mrs.  J.  C.  Ryan.  The  red 
roses  on  the  altar  were  donated  by 
Miss  Marie  Smith,  a  generous  friend  of 
the  sisters  for  many  years,  who  died 
suddenly  on  the  morning  of  November 
16th.  May  she  rest  in  peace! 

On  Sunday,  November  18th,  a  spe- 
cial showing  of  the  new  building  was 
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The  new  SOS  Religious  Correspondence  School  in  Regina.  The  cross  on  the  right 
of  the  building  marks  the  chapel 


Reverend  Father  Walter  Wadey,  whose 
advice  and  watchful  interest  have 
been  invaluable 


Sister  Albury  and  Sister  Murphy  in  a 
section  of  the  main  office.  There  are 
separate  offices  for  the  correctors 
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Mrs.  Cliff  Ryan,  Mrs.  J.  W.  Dubnick 
and  Mrs.  V.  Coffey,  our  devoted 
friends  and  helpers 

held  for  all  religious  in  the  city.  Many 
sisters  came  and  it  was  a  pleasure  to 
greet  friends  from  the  various  religious 
communities  in  Regina. 

Tuesday,  November  20th  was 
"Priests'  Day."  Invitations  had  been 
sent  to  all  the  priests  of  the  Archdio- 
cese. Over  50  responded  and  dinner 
was  served  to  them  in  the  dining  and 
recreation  rooms  of  the  new  convent. 
Among  the  clerical  visitors  were  a 
number  of  pastors  from  rural  areas 


where  the  children  are  receiving  our 
religious  correspondence  lessons. 

After  the  public  entertaining  was 
over  the  sisters  faced  the  work  of  mov- 
ing into  the  new  building.  This  took 
much  thought,  time  and  exertion  and  it 
was  almost  Christmas  before  we  really 
began  to  feel  settled.  However,  it  is 
amazing  how  easily  one  adjusts  to  con- 
venience in  work  and  living.  We  are 
already  wondering  how  it  was  ever 
possible  to  carry  on  under  conditions 
in  the  old  house. 

In  case  some  of  our  readers  may 
wonder  just  what  activities  occupy  the 
six  Sisters  of  Service  at  the  new  2220 
Cameron  Street,  we  would  say  that  be- 
sides the  main  work  of  instructing  over 
4,000  children  in  religion  by  mail  from 
September  to  June,  the  sisters  conduct 
religion  classes  on  Saturdays  and  Sun- 
days for  children  of  nearby  parishes 
and  in  spring  and  fall  these  classes  are 
extended  to  parishes  at  a  greater  dis- 
tance. For  the  past  four  years,  in  res- 
ponse to  a  request  from  His  Grace  the 
Archbishop,  a  sister  has  been  giving 
weekly  classes  in  methods  of  teaching 
religion  to  Catholic  students  in  the  Re- 
gina Normal  School. 

We  are  indeed  grateful  to  God  for 
the  realization  of  what  had  been  a  hope 
for  so  many  years.  Our  heartfelt  grati- 
tude goes  also  to  His  Grace  the  Arch- 
bishop of  Regina,  who  besides  kindly 
encouragement,  made  the  erection  of 
the  new  building  possible  by  allotting 
to  the  project  $100,000  from  the  Arch- 
diocesan  Drive;  to  Monsignor  Kinlin 
for  his  unfailing  interest  in  furthering 
the  building  plans,  and  to  Reverend 
Father  Wadey,  who  did  everything 
possible  by  helpful  advice  and  constant 
supervision  to  finalize  the  plans  and 
bring  them  to  successful  fruition. 
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Sister  Gilmore  chats  with  friends  at  the  Open  House 


The  sisters  "try  out"  their  new  dining  room.  Left  to  right:  Sisters  Gilmore, 
Bridgeo,  Murphy,  Hurley  and  Albury 


Sister  Murphy,  Sister  General,  Kathy  Ryan,  in  charge  of  the  guest  book  on 
Priests'  Day,  Rev.  C.  Kisel  (since  deceased),  and  Monsignor  P.  S.  Kinlin 


Father  Wadey  keeps  his  eye  on  developments  as  basement  shelves  are  built 
for  lessons.  Left  to  right:  Mr.  John  Mastal,  Father  Kutarna,  Father  Wadey  and 
Mr.  Ed.  Wickenheiser 


PAGE  TWENTY-TWO 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


SISTER  ANN  GERAGHTY 

What  to  write  —  about  one  of 
whom  so  much  could  be  writ- 
ten. Idle  hands  rested  on  the 
typewriter  while  my  mind 
wrestled  with  the  problem  of 
approach  and  repudiated  the 
temptation  to  descend  to  bare 
statistics.  Then  it  came  —  the 
title  of  a  poem  by  —  I  know 
not  whom,  read  —  I  know  not 
where,  but  so  apt  that  an  in- 
spiration must  have  brought  it 
to  mind.  The  poem  was  called 
"Heart's  Poverty";  the  title  is 
a  perfect  word-picture  of  the 
scene  we  witnessed  on  March 
7th,  just  three  nights  ago. 

Sister  Geraghty  had  been  up  and  at  her  work  until  stricken  with  a  heart 
attack.  Forthright,  and  able  as  always  to  make  her  own  decisions,  she  said, 
"Call  Father.  I  want  to  be  anointed."  When  Father  had  given  her  Extreme 
Unction  and  Holy  Viaticum  she  smiled  the  smile  with  which  she  had  be- 
guiled her  way  into  countless  hearts  during  her  forty  years  as  a  Sister  of 
Service.  "Thank  you,  Father,"  she  said.  Then,  a  few  moments  later  to  one 
of  the  sisters,  "Look  after  the  plants  and  send  the  photos  to  Dick,"  (her 
brother).  With  everything  taken  care  of  and  with  no  more  ado  she  slept 
into  eternity  a  few  hours  later. 

Heart's  poverty  —  it  was  so  well  exemplified  in  the  complete  resignation, 
one  might  say  the  unconcern,  with  which  Sister  saw  death  approach.  She 
was  going  Home,  there  was  not  a  single  earth-binding  thread  which  she  did 
not  quickly  sever  so  that  nothing  might  impede  her  flight  to  God. 

Sister  Ann  Geraghty  was  one  of  the  first  group  of  sisters  to  make  Profes- 
sion in  our  Institute.  Born  in  Preston,  England,  of  Irish  parents,  she,  with 
her  family,  had  come  to  Canada  as  a  young  woman.  Though  small  in  sta- 
ture, Sister  was  a  Trojan  at  work  and  gave  yeoman  service  in  the  West 
during  the  early  days  of  our  Institute,  pioneering  in  Camp  Morton,  Edmon- 
ton, Vilna  and  Edson.  She  had  many  tales  to  tell,  and  she  told  them;  she 
had  definite  opinions  on  all  manner  of  subjects,  and  she  voiced  them;  she 
had  a  beautiful  wide-eyed  innocence  and  gaiety  of  spirit,  she  used  both  to 
bring  joy  and  laughter  into  many  lives.  She  was  not,  in  any  way,  a  stereo- 
type but  a  wonderfully  unique  personality.  She  was  our  little  Sister 
Geraghty.  We  loved  her  and  will  miss  her  greatly.  May  her  dear  soul  rest 
in  peace. 
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Have  Slides,  Will  Travel 


Letter  from 
Winnipeg 

Dear  Sister: 

Now  I  can  understand  why  the  SOS  who  "go  north"  in  Alberta  are  so  enthusi- 
astic, for  I  too  have  been  north.  Sister  Gillis  and  I  have  just  returned  from  our 
second  jaunt  to  northern  Manitoba,  both  completely  "sold." 

As  you  know,  our  Advisory  Board  is  attempting  to  repay  the  capital  debt  on 
this  new  residence  of  ours  through  a  pledge  system  from  all  Catholic  lay  groups 
in  the  province.  This,  since  our  work  is  to  serve  not  only  Winnipeg,  but  rather 
the  girls  (and  hence  their  families)  who  live  outside  the  city.  The  Board  obtained 
a  wholehearted  permission  for  this  from  the  Bishops  of  Manitoba.  Pastors  were 
contacted  for  their  moral  support  —  and  now  we  have  moved  to  Act  Three :  face 
to  face  presentation  of  our  case  to  the  lay  groups.  To  say  this  is  an  ambitious 
undertaking  for  a  small  group  of  men  is  an  understatement,  but  Father  Daly 
would  be  greatly  heartened  by  their  attitude;  they  "think  big." 

Act  Three  had  its  beginning  in  the  Vicariate  of  Keewatin,  which  became 
accessible  to  us  thanks  to  the  plane  transportation  provided  by  our  good  friend, 
Mr.  R.  H.  Mclsaac.  A  first  trip  —  to  Flin  Flon  and  The  Pas  —  introduced  us  to 
northern  hospitality  which,  to  borrow  a  phrase  from  our  teen-agers,  is  really 
"fabulous."  Mr.  Mclsaac  presented  the  Board  picture  —  and  their  reason  for 
this  line  of  action;  I  showed  slides  of  the  residence  in  action  and  spoke  of  the 
work.  Enthusiasm  for  this  kind  of  service  reached  the  point  of  questions  regard- 
ing our  plans  for  expansion! 

Plans  were  laid  for  a  second  trip  to  Thompson  and  Lynn  Lake,  both  consid- 
erably farther  north,  as  you  will  see  by  consulting  a  map.  The  pastor  at  Thomp- 
son wanted  the  sisters  seen  at  the  1 1  a.m.  Sunday  High  Mass  —  a  mere  450 
miles  from  Winnipeg.  We  rose  at  5:30  a.m.  and  struggled  against  a  headwind  the 
whole  way.  However,  the  sisters  were  seen  at  Mass.  They  addressed  the  "older" 
young  girls  on  Vocations,  showed  slides  of  the  SOS  work,  gave,  as  requested  by 
Father,  a  talk  on  "The  Role  of  Woman  in  the  Kingdom  of  God"  to  his  CCD 
teachers,  spoke  to  the  CYO  group  after  the  evening  Mass.  Next  day  we  spoke  to 
all  the  other  Catholic  school  children  during  their  release-time  religion  class,  and 
that  evening  met  with  the  lay  groups  for  the  piece  de  resistance  —  the  reason  for 
our  journey. 

"between  two  words,  war  and  peace,  are  entwined 
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We  were  the  first  sisters  to  visit  this  thriving  four-year-old  INCO  town  of 
Thompson.  In  its  6,000  population,  it  is  essentially  a  young  people's  town.  Of 
the  450  families  in  the  parish,  250  couples  have  been  married  from  one  week  to 
two  years.  There  are  295  Catholic  school  children  in  a  total  school  population  of 
1,000.  The  potential  Catholic  school  population  is  three  times  the  present  en- 
rollment. 

Father  Lavasseur,  o.m.i.,  zealous  pastor  of  this  flock,  is  a  real  St.  Paul:  all 
things  to  all  men.  His  Sunday  bulletin  is  like  a  family  letter,  greeting  the  newly 
baptized,  welcoming  new  families  to  the  parish,  et  cetera.  He  is  active  in  all 
phases  of  civic  life,  exercises  a  warm  apostolate  toward  the  non-Catholics  and 
feels  concern  for  the  welfare  of  all. 

Sister  Gillis,  enjoying  her  first  western  winter,  wanted  to  see  nice  white  snow 
—  lots  of  it.  Well,  she  did,  for  this  town  is  set  down  in  the  midst  of  snow  and 
trees.  It  was  48  below  during  our  stay,  and  the  huge  drift*  of  snow  were  very 
white! 

Regretfully  we  left  Thompson  to  fly  northwest  —  up  to  the  57th  parallel,  to 
Lynn  Lake,  another  mining  centre  which  is  a  few  years  older  and  somewhat 
smaller  than  Thompson.  The  airport  was  a  clearing  in  the  midst  of  wilderness; 
the  wind  so  strong  that  we  had  to  bank  very  sharply  to  land.  In  our  four-passen- 
ger plane  we  listened  in  on  radio  calls  and  watched  the  instruments  until  we  felt 
novices  no  longer.  It  was  warmer  here  —  just  37  below,  but  with  the  wind 
sweeping  in,  it  felt,  in  cold  and  isolation,  like  the  north  pole.  We  wanted  to  bring 
back  evidence  of  our  travels  and  I  backed  Sister  Gillis,  shivering,  against  the 
plane  for  a  snapshot,  but  with  mitts  and  a  bit  of  shivering  on  my  part,  the  result 
was  not  too  successful  —  you'll  just  have  to  take  our  word  for  it.  Hospitality 
was  the  exact  opposite  of  the  weather  —  such  warmth  and  friendliness  we  met 
on  every  side.  Among  the  slides  were  pictures  of  girls  from  Lynn  Lake,  which 
added  interest.  These  parents  living  so  far  from  Winnipeg  were  happy  to  learn 
about  our  residence.  Proof  of  their  interest  is  shown  by  the  fact  that  within  a 
week  we  received  four  applications  for  accommodation  from  there. 

It  was  too  cold  to  do  much  exploring  on  foot,  but  friends  with  cars  took  us 
sightseeing  and  to  our  various  destinations.  The  whole  community  participated 
in  the  hospitality  extended. 

Our  return  journey  was  most  pleasant,  for  we  passed  over  the  inter-lake  region 
at  dusk  when  the  twinkling  village  lights  resemble  jewels  set  on  the  plain.  We 
had  heard  that  Winnipeg  was  very  beautiful,  viewed  from  the  air  at  night,  and 
indeed  it  proved  to  be  so. 

Grounded  now,  and  busy  about  Our  Father's  business,  we  have  not  forgotten 
the  joy  of  our  travels  and  are  ready  to  go  again  at  the  whir  of  a  propeller. 
Have  slides,  will  travel! 

Yours  sincerely, 

Sister  Sheehan 


THE  ANGUISH  AND  HOPES  OF  THE  WORLD." —  POPE  JOHN  XXIII 
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Canadians 
and 

Latin  America 


Rev.  Francis  T.  O'Grady,  s.F.M. 

Director,  Canadian  Catholic  Office 
for  Latin  America 


In  response  to  many  requests  concerning  Canada's  role  in  fraternal  aid  to  the 
Church  in  Latin  America,  we  have  prepared  this  general  statement.  It  answers 
many  of  the  questions  we  receive  from  Canadians  who  volunteer  to  serve  for  a 
time  in  the  southern  hemisphere.  Because  of  the  great  needs  of  the  Church  in  the 
whole  area  south  of  the  United  States,  Pope  John  has  extended  the  use  of  the 
term  "Latin  America"  to  include  all  of  the  islands  of  the  Caribbean  as  well  as 
Dutch,  British  and  French  Guiana.  Consequently  Canada  must  think  in  terms  of 
South  and  Central  America  and  also  of  the  Greater  and  Lesser  Antilles  along 
with  the  Federation  of  the  West  Indies. 

SUGGESTED  LITERATURE 

The  Maryknoll  Bookshelf,  Maryknoll  P.O.,  New  York: 

1.  New  Horizons  in  Latin  America  by  Rev.  John  H.  Considine,  m.m. 

2.  The  Missionary 's  Role  in  Socio-Economic  Development  edited  by  Rev.  John 
J.  Considine,  m.m. 

3.  Basic  Ecclesiastical  Statistics  for  Latin  America  edited  by  William  J.  Gibbons 

4.  Latin  American  Catholicism,  A  Self -Evaluation  edited  by  Rev.  Wm.  J. 
Coleman 

The  Anvil  Original  Pocket  Book  Series:  A  45-46 
Modern  Latin  America:  Continent  in  Ferment 
Part  1.  Mexico  and  the  Caribbean 
Part  2.  South  America 

World  Affairs  Center,  First  Avenue  at  47th  St.,  New  York  17: 

Selected  Readings  on  Latin  America — 25  cent  bibliography — very  good. 

Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society,  2685  Kingston  Road,  Scarboro,  Ontario: 
Scarboro  Missions  —  monthly  magazine  has  published  articles  on  Latin 
America,  especially  the  Caribbean,  and  has  been  doing  so  for  the  past  15 
years. 

National  Catholic  Welfare  Conference,  1312  Massachusetts  Ave.  N.W., 
Washington  5,  D.C.: 

Latin  America,  A  Challenge  to  Catholics  by  Jaime  Fonseca 


CURING  COLD  FEET  IS  ALWAYS  A  DO-IT-YOURSELF  JOB 
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THE  LAY  APOSTOLATE 

There  are  several  groups  in  Canada  now  organized  for  the  screening,  training 
and  placing  of  lay  candidates  for  the  mission  field. 

1.  Coady  International  Institute  of  St.  Francis  Xavier  University,  Antigonish, 
Nova  Scotia.  Very  Rev.  F.  J.  Smyth,  Director 

2.  The  Grail  Centre,  817  Bathurst  St.,  Toronto  4,  Canada 

3.  I.C.A.  (International  Catholic  Auxiliaries),  1911  Van  Home  Ave.,  Montreal, 
Quebec 

4.  Madonna  House,  Combermere,  Ontario 

5.  Rev.  Louis  M.  Parent,  o.m.i.,  rue  du  Sanctuaire,  Cap-de-la-Madelaine ,  Que. 
For  young  men  —  Voluntas  Dei 

For  young  women  —  Oblate  Missionaries  of  Mary  Immaculate 


From  this  Canadian  Catholic  Office  for  Latin  America  we  have  been  placing 
young  men  and  women,  teachers  and  nurses,  mostly  in  the  Caribbean. 

SUGGESTIONS  FOR  YOUNG  CATHOLIC  STUDENTS 
INTERESTED  IN  THE   LAY  APOSTOLATE 

1.  Finish  your  schooling  —  the  more  the  better. 

2.  Learn  the  history  and  geography  of  these  countries. 

3.  Study  Spanish,  Portugese  or  French,  depending  on  the  area  which  interests 
you  most. 

4.  Pray  for  vocations. 

Suggestions  for  participating  in  the  Aid-to-Latin-America  program: 

1.  Read  the  suggested  literature. 

2.  Find  out  what  schools  in  your  city  have  students  from  Latin  America.  Show 
them  Canadian  hospitality  and  at  the  same  time  you  will  learn  something  of 
their  customs  and  culture.  This  is  especially  good  if  you  have  children  in  your 
home  so  that  they  will  meet  those  from  other  countries  with  other  ways  of  life. 
It  will  be  good  for  the  foreign  students  to  learn  at  first  hand  our  sincerity  in 
our  Faith  and  practices.  Canadian  hospitality  would  be  especially  welcome 
at  such  times  as  Christmas,  Easter,  Thanksgiving,  et  cetera.  Your  local  Legion 
of  Mary  or  CFM  group  will  make  contact  for  you.  The  majority  of  these 
youngsters  are  many  miles  from  home  and  family;  they  often  suffer  from 
loneliness  and  lack  of  understanding. 

3.  Equip  a  priest  destined  for  work  in  Latin  America  with  catechetical  or  other 
supplies  —  including  a  spiritual  bouquet. 

4.  Help  finance  the  studies  of  a  Latin  American  seminarian. 

5.  Sponsor  a  lay  missionary  going  to  Latin  America. 

6.  Write  to  lay  apostle  groups  listed  above  and  ask  how  you  might  help. 

Continued  on  page  thirty -one 
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Overseas  Service! 


Missionary 
in  Metro 


Sister  Catherine  Moriarity 


Louise,  a  lively  teenager,  expressed  sur- 
prise mingled  with  a  little  doubt  when 
she  read  in  a  vocation  pamphlet  that 
we  are  a  missionary  community. 

"I  suppose,"  I  said,  "that  in  Toronto 
the  good  there  is  no  room  for  improve- 
ment. Tell  me,  Louise,  what  do  you 
think  being  a  missionary  means?" 

"Well,"  a  bit  hesitantly,  "a  mission- 
ary is  one  who  does  something  hard, 
which  entails  suffering,  for  someone  far 
away." 

"That's  good  as  far  as  it  goes, 
Louise.  But  a  missionary  is  someone 
who  is  rather  than  someone  who  does. 
All  of  us  who  are  committed  to  Christ 
through  Baptism  should  be  missionar- 
ies, other  Christs,  witnesses  to  His  love 
whether  in  far-off  places  or  in  our  own 
back  yard.  A  missionary  is  one  who  is 
sent.  We  are  all  sent,  through  the  grace 
of  our  Baptism,  to  bring  the  Good  Tid- 
ings of  God's  love  to  those  among 
whom  we  live  and  work.  As  regards 
suffering  —  that  is  another  thing  which 
we  all  must  do.  Christ  said,  'Take  up 
your  cross  daily  and  follow  Me'.  Each 


day  He  asks  us  to  suffer  something,  a 
headache,  bad  weather,  loneliness.  We 
don't  have  to  go  to  Africa  to  find  suf- 
fering." 

It  was  agreed  that,  since  Louise 
wanted  to  taste  a  little  bit  of  hardship 
and  inconvenience,  she  should  come 
with  me  on  my  next  overseas  mission 
as  one  of  my  friends  calls  it. 

The  following  Sunday  Louise  joined 
Sister  and  me  when  Father  called  for  us 
at  8:30  a.m.  We  caught  the  9  a.m.  tug 
which  chugs  through  the  frozen  bay  to 
the  Toronto  Islands.  There  we  caught 
a  bus  and  were  shortly  at  the  lovely 
little  church  of  St.  Rita.  After  a  half- 
hour's  wait  the  children  arrived.  Louise 
joined  the  small  group  of  youngsters  as 
we  told  them  the  Good  News,  the  his- 
tory of  Salvation,  the  story  of  God's 
love. 

The  temperature  was  about  five  de- 
grees that  morning.  The  wind  blew  in 
from  Lake  Ontario  with  the  chill  of 
thirty  below  and  the  church  was  bleak 
after  a  heatless  week.  Some  of  our  en- 
thusiasm gave  way  to  thoughts  of  get- 


ONE  OF  THE  FIRST  THINGS  ONE  NOTICES  IN  A  BACKWARD 
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The  tug  which  chugs  through  the  ice-filled  Bay  to  the  Toronto  Islands.  Our 
missionaries  are  a  blurred  group  on  the  deck 


ting  home  and  of  nice  warm  feet.  But 
after  our  lessons,  Father  offered  Mass 
with  his  people,  Mass  in  which  we 
could  join  our  hearts  with  these  other 
members  of  the  Mystical  Body  in  the 
continuing  act  of  Redemption. 

Finally,  another  wait,  another  bus 
ride,  another  boat  ride  and  then  a  street 
car  to  our  corner.  The  length  of  time 
involved,  over  four  hours  for  forty-five 
minutes  of  actual  class,  seemed  out  of 
proportion  to  Louise.  She  didn't  rea- 
lize that  as  the  formal  class  ended, 
something  infinitely  precious  began  at 
the  Mass  which  followed;  she  did  not 
know  that  at  the  Sunday  Mass  and  at 
every  Mass  throughout  the  week,  those 
children  became  part  of  my  offering. 


Lest  Louise  should  go  away  with  the 
impression  that  being  a  missionary  in 
Metro  was  a  bleak  affair,  I  assured  her 
that  every  Sunday  is  not  cold  and 
windy,  that  the  people  showed  us  real 
friendliness,  that  often  there  is  coffee 
to  warm  us  up  on  cold  days.  But  the 
consolation  I  treasure  most  came  one 
day  when  a  saucy  face  with  bright 
brown  eyes  looked  up  at  me  and  said, 
"Sister,  I  want  to  get  in  with  you." 

Even  a  child  would  know  better 
than  to  wish  to  be  like  me.  I  like  to 
think  though,  that  even  the  child  recog- 
nized what  I,  a  missionary  sister,  stand 
for,  that  in  looking  up  she  saw,  "no 
longer  me,  but  only  Jesus." 


COUNTRY  IS  THAT  THE  CHILDREN  STILL  OBEY  THEIR  PARENTS 
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For  Edmonton  Separate  Schools 


New  Religious 
Educational 
Material 


Rev.  Walter  P.  Fitzgerald,  m.ed. 


For  many  years  in  the  Edmonton  Sep- 
arate Schools  efforts  have  been  made 
to  build  up  a  reference  library  in  each 
classroom  as  well  as  a  central  library 
to  which  teachers  may  go  for  help.  Ex- 
perienced teachers  have  been  assigned 
to  help  those  who  are  new  to  the  staff, 
particularly  those  without  experience 
in  teaching  religion.  A  consultant 
spends  two  days  in  the  classroom  of 
each  new  teacher  helping  to  organize 
her  work,  particuarly  the  religious  edu- 
cation program. 

In  spite  of  all  this  teachers  have  not 
been  satisfied  with  the  results  of  their 
catechism  teaching.  This  is  said  to  their 
eternal  credit.  It  would  be  a  very  bad 
sign  indeed  if  any  teacher  of  religion, 
whether  it  be  priest,  parent  or  class- 
room teacher,  were  completely  satisfied 
with  the  results  achieved.  The  respon- 
sibility for  leading  souls  along  the  path 
of  virtue  is  too  great  to  justify  compla- 
cency regardless  of  the  quality  of  in- 
struction. 

In  the  fall  of  1960  committees  were 
formed,  evaluation  criteria  were  formu- 
lated and  samples  of  texts  brought  in 
for  study.  One  set  of  texts  had  dis- 
pensed completely  with  questions  and 

Reprinted  from  the  western  catholic 


answers.  This  series  was  set  aside  as 
representing  too  great  a  departure 
from  the  traditional  methods  of  teach- 
ing religion.  Other  texts  had  struck  a 
happy  medium  in  many  respects.  Fin- 
ally the  choice  boiled  down  to  two  or 
three  sets  that  gave  promise  of  answer- 
ing the  needs  of  our  pupils  and 
teachers. 

Finally  one  series  was  unanimously 
chosen  and  installed  in  three  schools 
for  a  trial.  The  reaction  of  teachers 
was  favorable.  The  opinions  of  parents 
were  sounded  out.  Some,  unfortunate- 
ly, were  indifferent,  but  they  were  in 
the  minority.  The  majority  was  pleased 
with  the  new  catechisms  their  children 
had  brought  home  from  school  and 
some  expressed  enthusiasm. 

In  the  fall  of  1961  the  new  series 
was  introduced  into  19  of  the  46 
schools  in  the  Edmonton  system,  again 
on  a  trial  basis.  A  guide  book  for 
teachers  was  prepared  to  control  this 
pilot  study  and  to  provide  means  of 
evaluating  results  at  the  end  of  the 
school  year. 

It  is  the  teaching  of  the  Church  that 
the  prime  responsibility  for  the  educa- 
tion of  children  rests  with  the  parents. 
This  is  particularly  true  of  religious 
training.  The  teacher  sees  her  role  as 


PROCRASTINATION  IS  A  FAULT  THAT  MOST  PEOPLE  PUT  OFF  TRYING  TO  CORRECT 
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that  of  supplementing  the  work  of  par- 
ents, not  supplanting  them.  But  some- 
how teachers  and  parents  seem  to  have 
changed  roles.  To  add  to  the  problem 
it  is  difficult  to  keep  the  lines  of  com- 
munication open  between  home  and 
school.  Both  parents  in  many  cases  are 
working  and  cannot  be  contacted  dur- 
ing the  day  when  the  teacher  is  avail- 
able. Sending  notes  home,  even  mimeo- 
graphed notes,  can  become  an  onerous 
task.  In  short,  there  is  a  gap  between 
home  and  school  that  must  somehow 
be  bridged. 

The  new  series  attempts  to  do  this 
in  some  measure  at  least.  Each  text  has 
letters  to  parents  explaining  the  nature 
and  purpose  of  the  materials  in  the 
child's  hands.  The  letter  suggests  means 
whereby  the  parents  may  play  an  ac- 
tive role  in  the  classroom  program,  not 
merely  by  checking  up  on  memory 
work,  but  helping  the  child  with  his 
home  assignment.  Each  text  has  exer- 
cises which  are  to  be  assigned  for  home 
study  and  teachers  have  been  instruct- 
ed to  avoid  doing  these  exercises  in 
school.  The  purpose  of  this  policy  is  to 


provide  an  occasion  for  parent  and 
child  to  discuss  religion  in  the  home. 

As  the  child  advances  through  the 
grades  the  text  questions  become  more 
thought-provoking  and  sometimes  con- 
troversial. Now  all  teachers  are  not  ex- 
pert theologians;  neither  are  parents 
infallible.  This  may  result  in  differ- 
ences of  opinion  from  time  to  time,  but 
such  differences  can  be  resolved 
through  patience  and  tolerance.  In 
some  cases  the  problems  proposed 
might  result  in  differences  of  opinion 
even  among  theologians. 

Here  is  a  sample  problem:  "John 
decided  to  steal  a  large  sum  of  money 
hidden  in  his  father's  bedroom.  He 
walks  into  the  bedroom  and  is  actually 
about  to  take  the  money  when  he 
changes  his  mind.  Has  he  committed  a 
sin?" 

Try  discussing  this  problem  in  your 
own  home  tonight  and  see  how  many 
different  opinions  you  will  get. 

How  satisfactory  the  new  series  will 
be  remains  a  question  but  at  least  few 
children  will  be  able  to  say,  "I've  been 
through  all  this  before." 


Canadians  and  Latin  America  Continued  from  page  twenty -seven 
CAUTIONS 

We  must  realize  that  all  of  these  countries  have  different  laws  concerning  cus- 
toms and  excise  especially.  Do  not  send  anything  to  a  missionary  without  his 
request  and  then  do  it  as  he  tells  you  to  do  it.  Sometimes  the  duty  he  must  pay 
will  exceed  the  value  of  the  article.  Other  times  he  can  buy  it  on  the  spot  more 
cheaply  than  you  can.  Do  not  send  food  unless  specifically  requested;  the  same 
holds  for  clothing.  If  customs  laws  delay  delivery  for  six  months  you  will  agree 
that  a  Christmas  cake  in  June  is  not  so  much  fun! 

FURTHER  INFORMATION 

For  any  further  information  on  any  of  the  subjects  treated  in  this  statement 
write  to: 

Reverend  Francis  T.  O'Grady,  s.f.m.,  Director, 
Canadian  Catholic  Office  for  Latin  America, 
90  Parent  Avenue,  Ottawa  2,  Canada. 


APRIL  1963 


PAGE  THIRTY-ONE 


PostScript 


Easter  —  the  mystery  of  the  Risen  Christ  bringing  into  glory  the  wounds  of  His 
Passion  and  interceding  for  us  before  the  Father  with  His  all-holy  sacrifice  of 
Himself.  Easter  —  the  dazzling  white  and  gold  of  God's  supremacy  over  death. 

But  before  the  dazzling  brightness  of  Easter  the  Church  reminds  us  of  the  deep 
abyss  of  Christ's  humiliation,  His  descent  into  Hell.  By  His  descent  He  lifted  the 
curse  that  hung  over  mankind  and  "the  lowest  point  of  His  descent  is  likewise  the 
starting  point  of  His  exultation."  Thus  we  have  the  "O  truly  blessed  night"  in 
the  Exsultet  of  the  Easter  Vigil.  Illuminated  night  —  an  Easter  paradox! 

Paradoxes  are  good,  they  stop  us  short,  they  make  us  think.  If  we  think,  the 
paradox  of  the  illuminated  night  will  broaden  our  spiritual  outlook  by  reminding 
us  of  our  utter  dependence  upon  the  Redeemer  Who  is  crowned  with  glory  be- 
cause of  His  Passion  and  Death.  The  Easter  paradox  should  renew  our  faith  in 
the  glorified  Christ  Whose  Sacred  Body  endured  suffering  and  death,  Whose 
Mystical  Body,  though  beset  by  suffering,  persecution  and  the  assaults  of  evil, 
glows  with  confidence  in  her  Risen  Lord. 

The  Mystical  Body,  the  Church,  you  and  I.  It  is  we  who  must  glow  with  a 
daring  confidence.  The  greater  the  challenge  we  face,  the  greater  our  glory  when, 
with  Him  and  in  Him  and  through  Him,  we  triumph.  Let  us  make  our  own  the 
words  of  a  character  in  Christopher  Fry's  Sleep  of  Prisoners: 

"Thank  God  our  time  is  now  when  wrong 
Comes  up  to  face  us  everywhere, 
Never  to  leave  us  till  we  take 
The  longest  stride  of  soul  men  ever  took. 
Affairs  are  now  soul  size. 
The  enterprise 
Is  exploration  unto  God." 

Christ  came  to  give  life  —  not  safety,  says  Father  Vann.  Catholicism  is  an  ab- 
straction unless  we,  Catholics,  breathe  life  and  faith  and  hope  and  love  into  it. 
Let  us  shake  off  our  lethargy,  let  us  turn  our  faces  to  the  Light,  let  us  hearken 
to  the  words  of  St.  Peter,  "You  .  .  .  are  a  chosen  race,  a  royal  priesthood,  a  holy 
nation,  a  purchased  people;  that  you  may  proclaim  the  perfections  of  Him  who 
has  called  you  out  of  darkness  into  His  marvelous  light." 
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O  my  Perpetual  Help,  all  heartache  and  all  love, 

Give  me  the  gold  of  your  picture, 

The  light  of  the  star  on  your  veil, 

The  tenderness  in  your  eyes, 

The  shelter  of  your  mantle, 

The  Treasure  in  your  arms. 

And  I  give  you  my  heart  forever, 

And  all  its  love. 

O  Mother  of  Perseverance,  obtain  for  me  the  grace  to 
spend  and  be  spent  in  the  service  of  your  Divine  Son  in 
His  little,  unimportant  people,  in  the  most  abandoned 
souls. 

To  our  beautiful  Patroness,  our  Mother  of  Perpetual 
Help,  whose  feast  falls  between  two  issues  of  the  field 
at  home,  we  lovingly  dedicate  this  July  issue  of  our 
magazine. 


Memo 


from  the  editor's  desk 


Pope  John  xxm 

"He  lit  a  universal  beacon  of  love."  With  these  words  the  Most  Reverend  Maur- 
ice Roy,  Archbishop  of  Quebec  and  Primate  of  Canada,  epitomized  the  short 
reign  of  our  late  Holy  Father,  Pope  John  xxm.  A  reign  of  love!  Love  for  all 
men  whom  he  drew,  gently,  irresistibly,  in  the  manner  of  Him  Whose  Vicar  he 
was,  to  his  great,  warmly  human  heart. 

Pope  John  gave  us  magnificent  encyclicals  which  expanded  the  pattern  of  his 
predecessors  and  culminated  in  Pacem  in  Terris  which  was  addressed,  not  to 
Catholics  alone,  but  to  all  men  of  good  will.  He  gave  us  the  Ecumenical  Coun- 
cil and  enkindled  in  hearts  everywhere  a  questing  thirst  for  greater  understand- 
ing, charity  and  unity  among  men  of  all  creeds.  These  are  gifts  of  great  worth 
to  the  world. 

His  gifts  to  the  world  are  great.  His  gift  to  us,  as  individuals,  is,  perhaps, 
greater.  His  gift  to  us  is  an  example  which  all  can  follow,  a  way  of  life  which 
all  can  live.  It  is  the  way  of  humble,  unassuming,  open-hearted  and  open-handed 
love  for  one  another.  When  this  issue  of  the  field  at  home  appears,  we  shall 
have  another  Pope  to  guide  the  Church  in  the  way  of  God.  But  we  are  the 
Church.  The  world-shaking  reign  of  Pope  John  xxm  will  have  been  in  vain  if 
we,  individually,  do  not  fan  to  greater  and  greater  intensity  "the  universal  beacon 
of  love"  until  his  dearest  wish  is  fulfilled  —  that  all  may  be  one.  May  his  great 
soul  rest  in  peace. 

Seven  years  after 

Seven  years  have  passed  since  Father  Daly's  death;  were  he  still  alive  he  would 
be  in  his  ninety-first  year.  One  might  have  expectd  Father  to  be  as  close  in 
thought  as  he  was  in  time  to  the  nineteenth  century.  But  in  his  thinking,  in  the 
breadth  of  his  outlook,  Father  Daly  was  a  man  of  the  1960's.  This  characteristic 
brings  him  closer  to  us  rather  than  farther  away.  More  accurately,  we  come 
closer  to  him  as  we  begin  to  catch  up  with  one  who  was  years  ahead  of  his  time. 

The  re-reading  of  Father  Daly's  articles,  conferences  and  books  is  an  enlight- 
ening experience.  His  work  is  evidence  that  great  minds  look  beyond  the  here 
and  now.  Forty  years  ago  he  was  urging  the  adaptation  and  the  "ecclesial"  atti- 
tude of  which  we  hear  so  much  today.  A  few  excerpts  from  some  of  Father 
Daly's  writings  are  illustrative: 

"Let  us  widen  the  range  of  our  Catholic  vision  and  listen  to  the  urge  of  our 
responsibilities.  .  .  .  Their  [the  SOS]  primary  work  is  to  preserve  or  re-establish 
the  saving  contact  of  Mother  Church  with  the  most  abandoned  souls.  .  .  .  they  go 
before  the  Lord's  anointed  to  prepare  the  way  .  .  .  particulary  to  those  who  live 
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out  of  reach  of  established  parishes.  .  .  .  Like  the  Good  Shepherd,  the  Sisters  go 
after  the  stray  sheep  of  the  fold.  This  is  their  specific  vocation.  .  .  .  Their  small 
missions  are  like  small  islands  which  dot  an  ocean.  Filled  with  a  pioneer  spirit, 
they  follow  wherever  the  trail  of  the  most  abandoned  leads  ..." 

It  is  interesting  to  compare  the  above  with  a  quotation  from  The  Nun  in  the 
World  by  Cardinal  Suenens  which  was  published  in  1962:  "The  separation  of 
religious  from  the  world  cannot  be  such  that  a  nun  can  no  longer  play  the  part 
of  a  mediatrix  between  God  and  the  world.  One  must  avoid  giving  the  impression 
that  nuns  live  in  a  sort  of  ghetto,  or  a  hothouse,  and  that  their  knowledge  of  the 
world  is  limited  to  what  they  pick  up  from  their  pupils  or  patients.  .  .  .  The 
Master  speaks  to  nuns  again  today  through  those  who  speak  in  His  name,  'Sail 
across  the  water,  pay  no  attention  to  contrary  winds  or  the  movements  of  the 
waves'." 

How  similar  this  voice  of  1962  to  Father  Daly's  which  repeatedly  urged, 
"Launch  into  the  deep;  look  at  big  maps;  take  the  long  view." 

By  a  strange  coincidence  most  people  who  now  see  Father  Daly's  picture  for 
the  first  time  exclaim,  "How  like  he  is  to  Pope  John  XXIII!"  God  grant  that  the 
all-encompassing  love  for  Mother  Church  which  characterized  both  our  late  Holy 
Father  and  Father  Daly  may  always  be  an  outstanding  characteristic  of  the 
Sisters  of  Service.  The  same  Divine  Master  who  says  "Sail  across  the  water 
also  prays  for  us  to  His  Father,  "I  do  not  pray  that  you  take  them  out  of  the 
world  but  that  you  keep  them  from  evil." 

Themeless  issue 

Several  recent  issues  of  the  field  at  home  have  been  built  around  the  theme  of 
a  single  phase  of  our  work.  In  this  issue  we  present  a  potpourri  of  various  works. 
There  is  a  feature  story,  however,  on  the  work  of  the  SOS  which  was  begun  last 
September  in  the  Diocese  of  Nelson,  British  Columbia. 

Fargo,  North  Dakota 

It  is  twenty-four  years  since  the  Sisters  of  Service  opened  the  Community's  first 
and  only  American  mission  at  Fargo,  North  Dakota.  For  years  the  Sisters  have 
been  teaching  catechism  by  mail  from  the  Religious  Correspondence  School  in 
Fargo.  When  this  issue  of  the  field  at  home  comes  off  the  press  the  Religious 
Correspondence  School  will  be  a  thing  of  the  past,  but  the  work  will  still  be 
catechetical.  The  Confraternity  of  Christian  Doctrine  is  now  well  organized  in 
the  Diocese.  It  is  on  CCD  that  future  SOS  efforts  in  Fargo  will  be  concentrated. 

Thank  you,  dear  Subscribers 

Since  the  January  issue  we  have  sent  out  subscription-renewal  notices  to  many 
subscribers.  We  want  to  say  "thank  you"  to  all  who  have  already  renewed  their 
subscriptions  in  response  to  our  appeal.  A  special  work  of  thanks  to  those  who 
actually  thanked  us  for  reminding  them. 

More  subscribers  is  our  great  need.  If  you  do  enjoy  our  magazine,  if  you  be- 
lieve that  in  subscribing  to  it  you  are  participating  in  the  work  of  the  SOS  in  the 
Field  at  Home,  we  ask  you  to  do  what  you  can  to  increase  the  circulation.  Many 
of  you  have  already  done  and  are  doing  this.  May  your  numbers  increase  and 
may  God  always  hold  you  in  the  hollow  of  His  hand. 
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British  Columbia 


CCD 
in  the 
Kootenays 


Sister  C.  Camozzi 


There  was  a  popular  song  once  which 
went  —  "I  love  those  dear  hearts  and 
gentle  people  who  live  in  my  home 
town  ..."  and  I  do.  It  was  with  great 
happiness  that  I  packed  for  my  new 
mission  back  home  in  the  big  B.C. 
mountains.  Yet,  my  heart  gave  the  dis- 
tress signal  when  it  came  time  to  say 
good-bye  to  the  children  in  the  one- 
room  rural  school  on  the  Manitoba 
prairie.  It  has  been  well  said  though, 
that  there  is  an  art  in  being  happy  do- 
ing what  you  are  doing;  fortunately  this 
art  is  not  difficult  to  acquire  when  you 
are  working  anywhere  in  the  West. 

On  the  invitation  of  His  Excellency, 
Bishop  Doyle,  the  Sisters  of  Service 
came  to  Nelson  to  assist  in  setting  up  a 
diocesan  office  of  the  Confraternity  of 
Christian  Doctrine  of  which  Reverend 
Father  Cullen  is  the  Diocesan  Director. 
Sister  Frances  Coffey  and  I  are  as- 
signed to  the  new  mission.  For  Sister 
Coffey  it  meant  going  farther  west  than 
she  had  ever  been;  for  me,  it  meant 
going  home,  seeing  my  family,  friends, 
Father  Mac  and  Mount  Roberts.  It 
meant  seeing  my  former  little  grade 


ones  with  their  front  teeth  in;  it  meant 
hearing  local  expressions  like  "making 
the  buckets"  for  packing  a  lunch. 

On  that  day  last  September  we 
thought  of  many  things  as  we  winged 
westward  through  a  cloudless  blue  sky 


How  do  we  get  there? 


IF  WE  COULD  SEE  OURSELVES  AS  OTHERS  SEE  US 
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and  contemplated  the  jagged  peaks  of 
the  Rockies  below  us.  Both  of  us  were 
coming  out  of  teaching  school  to  con- 
centrate on  ways  and  means  of  helping 
teachers  to  teach  religion  to  rural  child- 
ren in  public  schools. 

What  is  done  in  a  CCD  office?  CCD 
means  Confraternity  of  Christian  Doc- 
trine —  the  Church's  official  organiza- 
tion for  the  providing  of  religious  in- 
struction to  youth  and  adult  alike.  Our 
Holy  Father's  speech  at  the  opening  of 
the  Council  indicated  that  our  biggest 
task  is  to  find  new  and  better  ways  of 
presenting  and  teaching  the  Faith  to 
modern  man.  With  this  mandate  in 
mind  and  a  brand  new  driver's  license 
in  hand,  we  started  our  survey  of  the 
East  and  West  Kootenays. 

The  Nelson  Diocese  covers  48,000 
square  miles.  It  goes  as  far  east  as  the 
Alberta  border  and  south  to  the  Ame- 
rican border.  It  includes  the  beautiful 
Okanagan  Valley  and  reaches  to  the 
north  as  far  as  Roger's  Pass.  There  are 
lakes  to  ferry,  summits  to  climb  and 
mountains  to  go  around,  through  or 
over  in  order  to  reach  the  people,  par- 
ticularly the  lay-teachers  of  the  area. 

Although  the  geography  of  the  East 
and  West  Kootenays  differs  greatly,  we 
found  a  common  denominator  while 
speaking  to  the  priests,  sisters  and  lay 
catechists.  To  win  all  men  for  Christ 
and  to  invite  all  to  participate  in  the 
Kingdom  of  God  —  this  is  the  message 
we  are  privileged  to  be  witnesses  of 
during  religion  classes  with  the  child- 
ren or  discussion  groups  with  lay  cate- 
chists. 

Most  of  the  children  in  the  Nelson 
Diocese  attend  public  school  and  re- 
ceive only  one  hour  of  religious  in- 
struction a  week.  We  must  study  and 
work  in  order  to  make  this  hour  as 

WE  MIGHT  NEVER  SPEAK  TO  THEM  AGAIN 


Our  dining  room  when  on  the  road 
and  weather  permits,  is  the  great  out- 
doors 


fruitful  as  possible  for  the  children.  We 
speak  to  parish  units  of  the  C.W.L.,  to 
the  Knights  of  Columbus  and  other 
groups;  we  demonstrate  the  mechanics 
of  religious  discussion  groups,  et  cetera. 

Besides  travelling,  we  have  been 
planning  how  more  children  can  be 
given  the  religious  instruction  neces- 
sary to  make  them  intelligent  Catholics. 
Usually  people  provide  adequately  for 
the  physical  and  mental  development 
of  their  children  but  they  are  frequent- 
ly timid  and  slow  as  regards  the  child- 
ren's spiritual  development.  We  need 
generous  lay-people  who  are  suffici- 
ently concerned  to  devote  themselves 
to  the  religious  instruction  of  children, 
to  transmit  to  the  youngsters  whom 
they  teach  the  joy  which  should  be 
theirs  as  children  of  God.  We  have 
been  greatly  edified  by  the  enthusiasm 
and  zeal  of  the  lay  catechists  who  have 
taken  to  heart  their  responsibility  and 
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Most  Reverend  W.  E.  Doyle, 
Bishop  of  Nelson;  Reverend 
D.  J.  Cullen,  Directer  of  CCD; 
Sisters  Coffey  and  Camozzi,  with 
a  display  of  audio-visual  aids 
for  in-service  course 


LANDED  GENTRY:  MEN  WHO  ARE  EITHER  MARRIED  OR  ENGAGED 
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privilege  in  "handing  on  the  Faith"  in 
the  field  at  home.  May  their  tribe  in- 
crease! 

Because  travelling  is  almost  our  way 
of  life  here,  we  were  given  a  medallion 
of  the  Three  Kings,  the  protectors  of 
travellers,  for  the  car.  It  hangs  on  the 
rear-view  mirror  and  tinkles  merrily 
against  the  mirror  when  the  roads  get 
rough.  We  call  it  the  "camel-bell"  and 
we  slow  down  when  it  rings  its  warn- 
ing. It  adds  cheer  to  our  hours  in  the 
car  and  is  a  tangible  reminder  of  Sis- 
ter General's  words  —  "enjoy  the  little 
things  of  life  because  not  too  many  big 
things  happen." 

One  of  our  most  enjoyable  experi- 
ences in  Nelson  was  our  stay  at  Mount 
St.  Francis  where  the  good  Sisters  of 
St.  Ann  offered  us  hospitality  until  we 
could  move  into  our  own  "apartment." 
This  hospitality  was  no  little  thing,  nor 
was  this  the  first  time  the  SOS  had 
been  received  with  generous  kindness 
at  Mount  St.  Francis.  We  will  never 
forget  the  Sisters  of  St.  Ann  for  all 
they  have  done  for  us  and  for  our 
Community. 

If  living  with  the  Sisters  of  St.  Ann 
was  pleasant,  then  working  with  Father 
Cullen,  Diocesan  Director  of  CCD,  has 
been  an  equally  happy  experience. 
Father  is  also  editor  of  The  Prospector, 
Nelson's  Catholic  paper,  and  parish 
priest  at  Salmo. 

The  SOS  habit  was  not  too  well 
known  in  this  part  of  the  world  when 
we  arrived.  We  have  been  mistaken  for 
members  of  the  RCAF,  St.  John's  Am- 
bulance Corps,  Grey  Nuns,  Sisters  of 
the  Precious  Blood,  Veterans,  postu- 
lants in  the  Sisters  of  St.  Ann  and 
many  others.  But  mostly  the  people 
thought  we  were  Anglican  Nuns.  The 
Anglican  Nuns  who  are  here,  we  are 


told,  look  like  Catholic  Dominicans. 
Ecumenism  breathes  everywhere! 

To  get  back  to  our  work.  I  am  im- 
pressed with  the  generosity  of  the 
people  here.  However,  I  am  not  com- 
paring it  with  the  East  —  do  not, 
please,  misunderstand  —  the  East  has 
its  own  generosity  built  on  an  earlier 
missionary  history.  Generosity  is  a 
beautiful  and  uplifting  virtue.  One  as- 
sociates it  with  a  loving  heart,  a  heart 
capable  of  great  love  of  God.  But  —  to 
love  Him  is  to  know  Him  and  many, 
many  want  and  need  to  be  taught.  I 
thought  of  this  the  other  day  when 
walking  behind  Sister  Coffey.  A  teen- 
age girl  whom  neither  of  us  knew  held 
out  a  bag  of  potato  chips  and  smilingly 
said  to  Sister,  "Would  you  like  a 
chip?"  We  score  when  we  arouse  good- 
ness in  others,  but  we  make  a  ringer 
when  we  evoke  a  supernatural  action 
from  them.  In  this  realm  the  spiritual 
and  material  often  link.  Teachers 
would  call  this  shop  talk;  this,  how- 
ever, seems  to  be  the  work  of  the  CCD 
—  to  arouse  a  Christian  response. 

At  one  of  our  teacher-training  ses- 
sions in  the  Okanagan,  Father  called 
me  over  to  answer  questions  for  a 


Sister  Camozzi  with  a  group  of  old 
friends  who  are  now  lay-catechists 
in  Trail 


it's  better  to  get  ahead  than  to  get  even 
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When  not  travelling  in,  over  or  around  the  mountains  we  make  our  little 
apartment  a  real  home 


group  of  high  school  students.  One  boy 
said,  "Father  told  us  that  you  Sisters 
used  to  teach  school;  in  your  present 
work  you  are  mostly  teaching  adults. 
Which  group  is  more  interested  — 
children  in  school  or  a  group  of  grown- 
ups like  this?"  I  thought  a  moment  be- 
fore answering.  Then  I  replied,  "It 
seems  to  me  that  children  are  less  so- 
phisticated; if  they  are  not  interested, 
you  know  it.  Adults  do  not  reveal 
themselves  as  readily  as  children,  their 
interest  is  harder  to  measure."  I  wish  I 
had  added  that  children  are  sent  to 
school;  it  is  a  civil  and  spiritual  obli- 
gation for  them  to  be  educated.  On  the 
other  hand,  the  priests,  lay-catechists, 
parents  and  students  attending  these 
teacher-training  courses  do  so  out  of  a 


spirit  of  zeal  and  sacrifice.  Some  of 
them  travel  as  much  as  60  miles  to 
attend  these  sessions  which  are  given 
over  a  period  of  two  or  three  days  in 
the  more  central  places.  This  means 
more  than  one  trip  and  arrangements 
being  made  which  we  never  hear  about. 
So  far  we  have  covered  only  a  few  of 
the  important  topics  included  in  a 
teacher-training  course.  We  are  eager 
to  continue  with  more  topics  next  year. 

The  editor  of  the  field  at  home 
asked  for  an  article,  not  a  book.  But 
before  I  stop  I  must  say  how  grateful 
we  are  to  all,  from  His  Excellency 
Bishop  Doyle  down  to  the  youngest 
student,  who  have  made  our  first  year 
in  Nelson  a  happy  and  memorable  ex- 
perience. 
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TEEENAGERS:  PEOPLE  WHO  EXPRESS  A  BURNING 
THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


South  of  the  Border 


A-Visiting 
We  Go 


Sister  M.  Harding 


One  fine,  frosty  morning  last  January 
we  accompanied  Father  to  a  home  for 
the  aged.  It  was  our  first  such  visit  and 
we  were  going  for  Mass.  The  visit  was 
happening  because  Father  had  been 
within  hearing  distance  when  one  of 
our  more  zealous  brethren  expressed  a 
wish  to  visit  the  sick  and  the  aged. 


Father  took  us  up  on  the  matter  im- 
mediately. 

When  we  arrived  at  the  Home  we 
were  pleasantly  surprised  to  find  every- 
thing ready  for  Holy  Mass.  The  sacris- 
tan, a  vigorous  old  gentleman  of 
eighty-eight,  was  eager  to  help  in  any 
way  he  could.  We  were  introduced  to 


Sister  Harding  and  Sister  Lunney  (both  from  Saint  John,  N.B.) 
start  out  to  visit  their  older  friends 


DESIRE  TO  BE  DIFFERENT  BY  DRESSING  ALIKE 
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The  "local  celebrity"  with  Sister  Ready 
and  Sister  Harding 


the  congregation  which  consisted  of 
some  staff  members  and  those  of  the 
patients  who  were  ambulatory. 

The  first  visit  was  a  huge  success. 
We  decided  to  go  on  one  afternoon  a 
week  as  well  as  on  Thursday  mornings. 
Since  the  young  girls  on  staff  liked  to 
sing,  Sister  taught  them  hymns  suit- 
able for  singing  at  Mass.  Weeks  flew 
by,  we  became  better  acquainted  with 
the  residents  and  we  looked  forward  to 
our  visits  with  them, 

There  is  Matt,  with  the  "talking 
ear,"  who  sings  Jingle  Bells  at  the  drop 
of  a  hat  and  regardless  of  the  season. 
In  his  serious  moments,  Matt  is  a 
charming  Polish  gentleman  who  rever- 
ently kisses  the  hands  of  priest  and 
sisters  with  all  the  courtesy  of  his  Pol- 
ish heritage.  Nick  is  bed-ridden  but  al- 
ways cheerful  and  happy  to  have  visit- 
ors. Nick  was  a  regular  member  of  the 
Thursday  congregation  until  confined 
to  bed.  He  is  not  too  happy  about 
missing  Mass;  we  miss  his  presence  in 
the  chapel  too.  Then  there  is  our  other 
Matt  who  can  usually  be  found  in  some 
corner  saying  his  rosary  —  for  all  of 
us.  Joseph  is  a  recent  convert  baptized 
on  Holy  Thursday.  Since  the  feast  of 


St.  Mark  he  says  he  is  a  "full-fledged" 
Catholic  because  he  received  his  First 
Communion  on  that  day.  Joseph's 
burning  ambition  is  to  pray  the  rosary 
as  well  as  the  second  Matt  does. 

We  also  visit  the  Catholic  patients 
at  a  Nursing  Home.  Some  have  had 
strokes  and  cannot  speak  but  they 
manage,  somehow,  to  let  us  know  they 
are  glad  to  see  us.  The  patients  who 
are  not  Catholic  give  us  a  glad  wel- 
come also.  They  make  a  point  of  in- 
forming us  of  the  whereabouts  of  their 
Catholic  friends,  so  that  nobody  will 
be  missed  on  our  rounds. 

One  dear  old  lady  seemed  quite  up- 
set during  our  visit  one  day.  We  at- 
tempted to  console  her  for  what  we 
thought  must  be  a  real  trial.  Imagine 
our  amusement  when  we  discovered 
the  cause  of  her  grief.  Pointing  to  our 
habit  the  dear  soul  said,  "That's  not  at 
all  pretty.  If  I  could  get  out  of  here 
I'd  buy  you  something  pretty  to  wear." 

Among  our  senior-citizen  friends  is 
one  very  bright  young  gentleman  of 
one  hundred  and  one  years.  He  is  a  lo- 
cal celebrity  who  has  appeared  on  the 
TV  Birthday  Party  several  times.  He 
loves  to  reminisce  about  the  olden  days 
in  Fargo  when  there  were  stables  on 
Broadway,  et  cetera. 

These  visits  to  the  aged  bring  us  into 
contact  with  much  suffering  for  which 
the  only  remedy  is  faith  and  a  loving 
acceptance.  With  faith  we  do  not  say 
"Why?"  to  God.  For  those  who  do 
question  there  is  the  beautifully  ade- 
quate answer  given  by  Our  Lord  to  the 
disciples  on  the  road  to  Emmaus, 
"Ought  not  Christ  to  have  suffered 
these  things  and  so  to  enter  into  His 
glory."  We  who  are  His  followers 
should  not  expect  a  crown  without  — 
first  of  all  —  a  cross. 
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THE  FIELD  AT  HOM1 


Saskatchewan 


I  Can't  Forget 
That  Ronnie 


Sister  Catherine  Donnelly 


I  taught  Ronald  in  1948.  I  have  never 
seen  him  since  but  he  has  never  failed 
to  send  attractive  and  appropriate 
cards  for  St.  Patrick's  Day,  Easter  and 
Christmas.  Most  recently  he  sent  a  pic- 
ture of  himself  and  his  very  attractive 
bride,  Beverley.  They  were  married  in 
St.  Andrew's  Presbyterian  Church,  As- 
siniboia,  Saskatchewan.  Now  there  is  a 
new  farm  home  in  the  hill-country  near 
the  American  border.  I  have  no  doubt 
that  the  prevailing  qualities  in  that 
home  will  be  common-sense,  thought- 
fulness  of  others,  resourcefulness  and 
fidelity. 

Ronald's  parents  had  come  to  farm 
near  the  rural,  public  school  of  Dia- 
mond Coulee.  To  the  group  of  pupils 
descended  from  Middle  European  an- 
cestors there  was  added  this  scion  of 
the  Celts,  imaginative  powers  and  all. 

Ronald  was  only  eight  years  old  but, 
as  the  eldest  of  the  family,  he  manfully 
baked  delicious  cakes  on  occasion;  he 
could  start  and  drive  the  farm  truck 
and  had  grasped  many  of  the  funda- 
mentals of  farm  life.  Yet,  he  was  all 
boy.  He  knew  the  language  understood 
by  boys  and  girls  who  were  fumblers  at 
flag-raising  and  such  school  chores, 


but  he  could  easily  adjust  his  literary 
style  when  the  teacher  appeared. 

Ronald  loved  the  Bible.  As  a  listen- 
er to  Old  Testament  stories,  he  was  a 
delight.  To  him  they  were  as  vivid  as  if 
they  had  been  events  of  yesterday. 
With  keen  eyes  gazing  into  the  past 
and  Celtic  imagination  working  over- 
time, he  frequently  exclaimed,  spon- 
taneously, "I  can't  forget  that  David." 

There  were  many  rare  and  interest- 
ing things,  down  there  by  the  border. 
There  was  the  spare  and  bare  ten-by- 
twenty  foot  teacherage  with  formidable 
cracks  in  its  one  door.  For  several 
years  it  was  the  home  of  a  two-sister 
SOS  community.  One  sister  was  always 
a  well-qualified  teacher;  her  compan- 
ion, a  home-maker  who  taught  cate- 
chism, did  home  visiting  and  "served" 
the  district  generally  and  generously. 

The  germ  of  the  SOS  vocation  was 
the  apostolate  in  rural  public  schools 
in  the  West.  Adaptation  to  changing 
conditions  in  the  educational  field  was 
to  be  an  indispensable  factor  in  the 
SOS  approach  to  the  Home  Missions. 
This  adaptability  is  responsible  for  the 
expansion  and  breadth  of  our  aposto- 
late today. 


HAPPINESS  IS  NOT  HAVING  WHAT  YOU  WANT  BUT  WANTING  WHAT  YOU  HAVE 
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From  the  very  beginning  our  Com- 
munity was  ecumenical.  We  had 
planned  to  mingle  with  all  the  people, 
Catholic  and  non-Catholic  alike,  so  as 
to  understand  and  help  them.  The 
farming  areas  have  never  had  sufficient 
dedicated  workers.  We  were  determin- 
ed to  leave  no  method  untried  which 
might  help  our  people,  physically,  men- 
tally, spiritually.  Some  of  the  best  years 
of  several  of  our  excellently-equipped 
sisters  were  gladly  given  to  the  welfare 
of  the  Minton  district. 

Were  we  rewarded?  Most  certainly 


we  were.  We  had  the  respect  and  love 
of  the  farming  population.  We  had 
beauty,  so  much  natural  beauty!  There 
was  beauty  in  the  unobstructed  cloud 
patterns  in  the  endless  sweep  of  sky; 
in  the  landscape  of  treeless  hills  curv- 
ing into  and  past  one  another  as  they 
formed  a  constantly  changing  picture 
of  intricate  lights  and  shadows. 

In  autumn  we  watched  the  bundles 
of  Russian  thistle  roll  playfully,  one 
after  the  other  before  the  wind,  up  and 
down  and  over  the  hills.  Winter 
brought  the  yelping  coyotes  stretching 


NO  WONDER  WOMEN  LIVE  LONGER  THAN  MEN  THEY  HAVE  NO  WIVES 
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The  treeless  hills  curve  into  and  past  one  another 


PHOTO  COURTESY  C.N.R. 


flatly  and  swiftly  away  across  the  Big 
Muddy  lake. 

All  these  things  nature  provided. 
They  were  a  part  of  our  life.  Nor  did 
she  forget  to  provide  one  almost-fatally 
fierce  blizzard  of  Saskatchewan's  rare 
brand.  One  fierce  night,  when  we  had 
barely  managed  to  get  enough  wood  in 
to  keep  the  fire  on  all  night,  the  wind 
thrust  the  snow  through  the  very  walls 
of  the  tiny  cottage.  We  thought,  at  times, 
that  the  cottage  and  occupants  could 
well  be  lifted  and  carried  through  the  air. 

The  same  unorthodox  and  eccentric 
charm  reigns  in  those  hills  todays;  hills 
which,  in  the  days  of  early  settlement, 
were  famed  for  rum-runners  and 
cattle-rustlers.  It  is  a  spot  which  is  not 
forgotten,  not  just  because  of  its  na- 


tural charm  but  because  of  the  special 
needs  of  the  souls  of  its  people.  The 
SOS  worked  there,  without  the  ordin- 
ary comforts  of  life  during  years  of  ex- 
perimental endeavour.  But  is  it  not  in 
endeavour  cheerfully  made  that  true 
success  lies?  The  vision  of  what  can  be 
done  in  fields  athirst  for  "the  living 
water"  can  never  fade.  And  God  pro- 
vides for  the  daring  required  in  such 
adventurous  living. 

All  these  memories  crowded  in  as  I 
looked  at  the  picture  of  Ronnie  and  his 
beautiful  bride.  I  have  always  been 
grateful  that  for  each  of  my  two  hun- 
dred and  eight  days  at  Diamond  Cou- 
lee school,  God  provided  Ronald 
Fettes. 

I  can't  forget  that  Ronnie! 


TACT  IS  THE  ABILITY  TO  SEE  OTHERS  AS  THEY  SEE  THEMSELVES 


JULY  1963 


PAGE  THIRTEEN 


Newfoundland 


Over  the  Road 
to  St.  John's 


Have  you  ever  been  lonely?  I'm  sure 
you  have  at  some  time  or  other  be- 
cause loneliness  seems  to  be  an  experi- 
ence common  to  all.  Perhaps  it  is  never 
felt  more  acutely  than  by  young 
people  leaving  home  for  the  first  time. 

Here  in  Newfoundland,  many  of  us 
go  "over  the  road  to  St.  John's"  to 
work,  to  attend  Memorial  University 
or  to  go  to  Teachers  College.  Because 
this  is  our  first  venture  away  from 
home  for  most  of  us,  we  fear  the  lone- 
liness which  we  feel  will  surely  affect 
us.  It  does  affect  us  but  there  is  always 
something  to  help  us  conquer  it.  For 
many  of  the  Catholic  girls  who  come  to 
St.  John's,  the  cure  for  loneliness  is  in 
their  place  of  abode  —  the  Sisters  of 
Service  Residence  which  is  one  of 
many  similar  residences  across  Canada. 

I  can  use  only  the  Residence  in  St. 
John's  as  an  example  but  I  know  how 
suitable  a  home  it  is  for  any  young 
girl.  Not  only  is  it  a  fine  building  with 
modern  conveniences,  but  it  has  a 
beautiful  little  chapel.  For  many  of  us 
this  will  be  the  first  and  only  time  in 
our  lives  that  we  will  be  privileged  to 


Marguerite  Kent  lived  with  the  St.  John's 
SOS  while  a  summer  school  student. 

FAILURE  IS  THE  PATH 
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Marguerite  Kent 


live  in  a  house  where  the  Blessed  Sac- 
rament is  reserved. 

It  is  often  said  that  it  takes  more 
than  modern  conveniences  and  good 
meals  to  make  a  home.  There  must  be 
love,  understanding  and  respect  for  all 
within. 

From  the  day  you  arrive  at  the  Sis- 
ters of  Service  until  the  day  you  leave, 


To  be  alone  is  not  to  be  lonely  when 
one  of  the  family  at  7  Garrison  Hill 


LEAST  PERSISTENCE 
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The  Sisters  are  in 
the  Residences 
solely  for  the 
girls 


you  are  at  home.  It  is  amazing  to  see 
how  quickly  both  the  Sisters  and  the 
girls  take  an  interest  in  you  and  your 
affairs.  Whenever  you  are  in  need, 
there  is  always  somebody  in  the  house 
ready  to  lend  a  helping  hand.  Even 
when  in  doubt  you  can  get  help  be- 
cause advice  is  so  graciously  given. 

Not  only  is  the  Residence  a  home 
for  you,  your  friends  are  welcome  also. 
What  more  could  any  girl  ask?  I  sup- 


pose I  can  sum  it  all  up  by  saying  that 
the  Residence  is  "a  home  away  from 
home"  because  the  Sisters  are  there 
solely  for  the  girls,  because  they  are 
sincerely  interested  in  the  spiritual  and 
temporal  welfare  of  each  girl  as  an  in- 
dividual. 

Going  "over  the  road"  to  St.  John's 
is  a  happy  experience  when  your  jour- 
ney's end  is  the  Sisters  of  Service  Resi- 
dence on  Garrison  Hill. 


POPE  JOHN  XXIII 

"...  a  man  of  force  tempered  by  gentleness,  of  wisdom  sustained  by  humor, 
of  vision  untroubled  by  fear  ...  he  answered  the  solemn  formal  question  with 
the  simple  statement:  'I  will  be  called  John.'  And  he  briefly  explained  to  the 
Sacred  College: 

"  'The  name  John  is  dear  to  me  because  it  is  the  name  of  my  father.  It  is 
dear  because  it  is  the  name  of  the  humble  parish  church  where  we  received  bap- 
tism ...  It  is  the  name  which,  in  the  long  series  of  Roman  Pontiffs,  has  been 
most  used  .  .  .  We  have  preferred  to  shield  the  smallness  of  our  name  behind  this 
magnificent  succession.' 

"And  thereupon  the  name  began  to  grow  toward  greatness." 

newsweek,  June  10,  1963 
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Freedom 


I  watched  you  —  as  you  made  your  jree,  exultant  flight 
across  the  blue  expanse  of  sky  —  Joy,  grace,  freedom,  life 

—  all  captured  in  your  loveliness. 

No  captive  you  —  lightly  you  fling  yourself  into  that  vast 
infinity  of  blue  —  Majesty,  impudence,  pride,  serenity 

—  all  mirrored  in  your  movements. 

Sureness  and  peace  are  yours  —  you  are  not  bound  by  things 

of  earth  —  In  the  calmness  of  your  unwon  liberty,  you  soar  and  turn 

—  and  hover  o'er  our  land. 

I  have  loved  you  in  the  whiteness  of  your  flight  in  space  — 
and  at  times  I  have  envied  you  your  freedom  —  No  more. 

Do  you  pity  me?  You  who  live  above  earth's  quiet  bondage, 
unheld  and  free?  You  whose  home  is  earth  and  sky  and  sea? 

Do  not  pity  me  —  /  too  am  free. 

—  But  sweeter  my  freedom,  dearer,  richer,  fuller, 
purer  far  than  yours  — 

You  have  not  fought  for  liberty  —  you  know  not 
the  pain  of  being  bound,  the  struggle  to  be  free. 

You  have  not  known  darkness,  emptiness,  defeat, 
the  peril  of  conflict,  the  joy  of  victory  —  the  sweet 
serenity  of  a  spirit  free. 

No,  lovely  bird,  my  joy  is  more,  not  less  in  you. 

I  follow  your  untamed  flight  with  carefree,  quiet  heart. 

You  live  in  space,  and  I  on  earth, 
You  are  unbound  and  free. 

Yet,  white  beauty  carved  on  blue, 

No  envy  fills  my  heart  —  /  too  am  free, 

Freer  far  than  you. 

You  soar  in  heights  of  purest  space,  white  dove. 
My  spirit  higher  soars,  in  heights  of  purest  love. 

SISTER  PATRICIA  COOPER 
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For  information  write: 
Reverend  Sister  General 
Sisters  of  Service 
2  Wellesley  Place 
Toronto  5,  Canada 
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I  Remember 
Papa 


Sister  X 


If  Papa  didn't  sue,  Mama  would  —  hence  the  anonymity 


My  father  was  an  enormous  man  — 
enormous  in  size,  schemes,  eccentrici- 
ties and  loves.  Papa's  loves  were  wide 
and  varied.  He  loved  words,  especially 
names;  food;  nuts,  bolts,  screws  and 
nails;  anything  big  in  size  or  quantity; 
cardboard  boxes;  farms;  books;  dogs; 
and  Mama. 

Towering  a  comfortable  five  feet, 
eleven,  Papa  protruded  in  front  —  to 
the  extent  of  250  or  more  pounds.  To 
Mama's  everlasting  dismay  he  was 
fond  of  comparing  himself  to  St. 
Thomas  Aquinas,  who,  according  to 
Papa,  had  to  have  a  piece  of  the  table 
cut  out  so  he  could  sit  at  it.  Mama 
would  reply  with  great  dignity,  touched 
with  indignation,  "Herb,  stop  gorging 
yourself;  and  you're  not  St.  Thomas!" 
Food  was  one  of  Papa's  weaknesses. 

Words  and  names  fascinated  Papa. 
Seldom  were  we  victims  called  by  our 
rightful  Christian  names.  Mama's  lit- 
any ranged  from  the  favorite  "Lamper 
or  Lamp"  to  Lambkin,  Turtle  Dove,  or 
Weasel.  Brother  was  also  denoted  as 
Lamper.  Naturally  Mama  and  Brother 
would  gang  up  and  demand,  "Which 
one  do  you  want?  What  do  you  think 
we  have  names  for?"  This,  of  course, 
really  tickled  Papa,  who  laughed  from 
the  depths  of  his  250  pounds.  "Big 


Lamp"  or  "Little  Lamp"  was  the  re- 
ply. I  was  awarded  the  horrible  appel- 
lation of  "Ruber,"  which  was  short- 
ened on  occasion,  or  "Bull-Face"  when 
Mama  wasn't  within  earshot.  Always  it 
was  the  same  story  before  going  out; 
the  three  of  us  surrounded  Papa:  "Re- 
member —  no  names  in  public!"  All 
wasted  energy!  Very  conscious  of  my 
new  role  as  a  religious  on  my  first 
visit  home,  I  stepped  off  the  train  with 
all  the  dignity  and  decorum  possible. 
Amid  the  crowds  there  came  the  famil- 
liar  bellow,  "Ruber,  here  we  are!  Over 
here,  Ruber!"  With  burning  cheeks  I 
thought,  "Oh,  Pop,  you  haven't  chang- 
ed a  bit!" 

Papa  was  a  collector.  If  it  wasn't 
books  on  the  Life  of  Christ,  it  was 
screws,  nuts,  bolts,  nails  or  cardboard 
boxes.  Ask  for  a  screw,  any  size,  any 
shape,  Papa  had  it.  As  for  the  card- 
board boxes  —  when  the  basement 
started  coming  upstairs,  Mama  got  mad 
and  had  a  bonfire.  She  almost  had  a 
divorce  too. 

On  occasion  Papa  would  become 
philosophical.  "Ru,"  he  would  say,  "I 
was  meant  to  be  a  farmer."  (Somehow 
Papa  got  sidetracked,  missed  his  voca- 
tion and  became  a  lawyer.)  Then  he 
would  reach  for  the  newspaper  and 
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read  the  "Farms  For  Sale.'1  At  dinner- 
time Papa  would  announce  that  he  had 
found  the  farm  of  his  dreams.  Nothing 
else  would  do,  but  we'd  pile  into  the 
car  to  inspect  this  dream  —  a  field  full 
of  rocks,  broken-down  barn,  big  ramb- 
ling (leaky)  farmhouse  —  no  water  — 
(the  big  feature  blinded  Papa  to  all 
else),  a  few  mangy  cows  and  a  yard 
full  of  scrawny  chickens.  On  the  way 
home  Papa  would  nostalgically  ex- 
pound upon  his  younger  days  when  he 
raised  chickens  and  turkeys  to  put  him- 
self through  high  school.  Mama  told  us 
he  went  broke. 

If  Papa  couldn't  have  a  farm,  a  res- 
taurant was  the  next  best.  Papa  insisted 
that  he  was  a  natural-born  cook.  To 
reinforce  our  belief,  Mama  made  him 
an  apron  and  chef's  hat.  That  didn't 
help.  Papa  still  couldn't  cook.  How- 
ever, we  humored  him  to  keep  peace 
in  the  family.  Every  Sunday  the  ritual 
demanded  that  Papa,  in  chef's  hat  and 
apron,  make  waffles  for  breakfast.  He 
went  to  early  Mass;  by  the  time  we  got 
back  from  late  Mass,  every  bowl  and 
mixing  spoon  in  the  kitchen  was  in  use 
and  the  waffles  were  made.  We  finished 
the  batter  by  Saturday  in  time  to  start 
all  over  again. 

Like  many  wise  fathers,  Papa  decid- 
ed to  buy  a  dog  for  his  growing  child- 
ren. But  it  wasn't  a  dog;  it  was  an  ele- 
phant —  big  and  brown.  Papa  named 
doggie  "King  Nebuchadnezzar"  —  the 
biggest  name  he  could  find  in  the 
Bible.  We  called  him  "King."  Papa 
called  him  "Moose."  Papa  became  so 
enamoured  that,  unknown  to  Mama, 
he  bought  three  wives  for  Moose  and 
went  into  business  on  a  friend's  farm. 
When  the  blessed  events  came  —  eigh- 
teen of  them  —  Mama  was  mad;  Papa 
was  glad,  However,  pride  goeth  before 
a  fall.  Three  little  puppies  required 
bottle  feeding  which  necessitated  home 


treatment.  Mama  washed  her  hands  of 
the  whole  business.  Brother  and  I  glee- 
fully fed  them  at  the  stated  intervals, 
but  when  it  came  to  nocturnal  feed- 
ings, we  washed  our  hands  too.  Twice 
a  night  Papa  set  the  alarm,  heated  the 
bottles  and  performed  his  motherly 
duties.  Once,  Mama,  Brother  and  I 
crept  downstairs  at  3:00  a.m.  to  watch 
the  tender  scene.  There  was  big  Papa, 
rumpled  hair,  no  glasses,  in  bathrobe 
and  slippers,  sitting  by  the  stove  with 
bottle  in  hand  and  wee  puppy,  resting 
blissfully  against  Papa's  comfy  protru- 
sion. Nothing  broke  the  silence  save 
Papa's  gentle  cooing  and  puppy's  piggy 
noises.  Papa's  business  was  duly  named 
Hermad  Kennels,  the  first  three  letters 
of  Papa's  and  Mama's  names  —  and 
was  her  mad!  It  was  the  chickens  and 
turkeys  all  over  again.  Those  hounds 
nearly  ate  us  into  the  poor  house! 

A  man  of  great  talent,  Papa  was,  by 
profession  —  a  lawyer,  by  desire  —  a 
farmer,  by  accident  —  a  kennel-keep- 
er, and  by  his  own  word  —  a  handy- 
man. As  proof  of  the  latter  he  claimed 
to  own  the  biggest  and  best  work- 
bench in  the  city,  the  largest  array  of 
tools,  and  the  most  screws,  nuts,  bolts, 
and  nails  |  What  he  lacked  was  organ- 
ization. While  he  hunted  for  the  proper 
instruments  to  unplug  the  drain,  Mama 
poked  around  with  a  knitting  needle 
and  water  flowed. 

Papa  had  every  carpenter's,  plumb- 
er's and  electrician's  whatcchamacallit 
on  the  market.  In  mute  admiration 
Brother  and  I  stood  around  as  Papa 
swung  into  some  engineering  project. 
Before  our  eyes  mole-hills  became 
mountains.  "Lamper,"  Papa  would  yell 
from  the  basement,  "where  the  **** 
did  you  hide  that  dandy  hammer  I 
bought  at  the  auction  last  November?" 
Since  Mama  was  in  the  attic  we  would 
re-yell  the  message  —  and  the  answer. 
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Finally,  Papa,  hoarse  from  hollering, 
would  give  up  and  head  for  his  easy 
chair,  muttering  something  about  no 
co-operation,  no  appreciation.  Once  he 
was  absorbed  in  the  Farms  For  Sale 
ads,  life  resumed  its  normal  pace  and 
Mama  came  down  from  the  attic. 

Even  a  bath  was  a  major  operation. 
Papa  never  just  took  a  bath;  he  or- 
ganized it.  First,  the  water  had  to  run 
until  steam  came  bellowing  out  of  the 
faucet;  then  he  filled  the  tub  with 
liquid,  guaranteed  to  decorate  any  hide 
with  a  lobster  finish.  To  this  tub  of 
steaming  vapor  Papa  added  a  half-box 
of  Twenty  Mule  Team  soap,  intended 
for  "floors  and  rough  surfaces,"  so  the 
manufacturer  says.  Papa  always  of- 
fered to  let  us  use  his  Twenty  Mule 
Team,  but  Brother  and  I  politely  but 
firmly  said  "No,  thank  you."  Forty-five 
minutes  later  Papa  emerged  from  the 
fog  —  curly,  pink  and  happy.  Hot 
water  always  gave  Papa  curls.  When 
the  air  cleared  we  surveyed  the  wreck- 
age and  began  mop-up  operations. 

Papa  liked  locks.  To  get  out  of  the 
back  door  you  slid  back  the  catch  at 
the  bottom,  and  turned  the  two  bolts 
at  the  knob;  having  passed  through 
you  were  faced  with  the  porch  door 
with  its  Yale  lock  accompanied  by  an 
ordinary  bolt  lock,  and  a  chain.  Once 
the  screen  door  was  unlatched  and  un- 
hooked you  were  out  and  probably 
late  for  your  destination.  The  front  and 
side  doors  were  similar.  At  night  we 
were  duly  bolted  upstairs  behind  a 
door  whose  handle  squeaked,  so  we 
could  count  the  number  of  times  Papa 
checked  the  door  before  finally  snor- 
ing off.  Since  we  had  no  gold,  Brother 
and  I  concluded  that  it  must  be  the 
nails,  screws,  nuts  and  bolts  collection 
that  needed  such  careful  surveillance. 
We  also  had  the  grim  satisfaction  of 
knowing  that  if  anyone  managed  to  get 


in,  he'd  have  a  tough  time  getting  out. 

Papa's  second  mania  earned  him  the 
derisive  title  of  "Sanitary  Jones."  Even 
at  home,  he'd  screw  his  eye  at  a  drink- 
ing glass,  "Weasel,  did  you  wash  this?" 
Naturally  no  reply  was  forthcoming. 
We'd  all  kick  him  under  the  table  at  a 
restaurant  when  he  started  to  scrub  the 
silverware  with  his  serviette.  On  a  pic- 
nic Sanitary  Jones'  fastidiousness  was 
a  real  kill-joy.  No  roasting  hot  dogs  on 
sticks  in  our  family.  "Those  *  *  *  *  sticks 
aren't  clean!" 

Mama  was  the  stabilizing  influence 
in  Papa's  life.  Slender,  graceful  and  al- 
ways a  lady,  Mama  was  the  boss  and 
usually  had  the  last  word,  but  in  such 
a  way  that  Papa  didn't  realize  it.  His 
worship  of  her  stopped  short  of  idola- 
try. 

Mama  wasn't  the  glamorous,  clothes- 
horse  type  at  all,  but  how  Papa  loved 
to  dress  her  up.  Coming  home  from  the 
office  he  would  bestow  a  peck  upon 
Mama  at  the  stove.  "Lamper,  I  saw  a 
real,  sharp  dress  downtown  at  th —  ." 
Thereupon  Mama  would  interrupt, 
"Herb!  What  were  you  doing  in  the 
Ladies'  Wear  again?"  Brother  and  I 
would  contribute,  "Red,  I'll  betcha!" 
"Aw,  now  listen,  Weasel  —  you  kids 
keep  out  of  this!  —  it  would  look  like 
a  million  dollars  on  you."  To  hear  him 
talk  you'd  think  we  had  a  million  dol- 
lars! In  the  end  Mama  succumbed  and 
became  the  owner  of  a  new  red  dress. 
It  must  be  noted  that  Papa  didn't  have 
much  of  an  eye  for  style  —  just  color 
— and  one  color  at  that.  Over  the  years 
Mama  came  into  possession  of  a  red 
coat,  red  suit,  numerous  red  blouses, 
red  sweater,  red  dress,  red  hat,  red 
gloves  and  a  red  bathrobe.  Just  the 
sight  of  a  fire  engine  makes  me  think 
of  Mama. 

And  then  there's  the  other  side  of 
Papa  —  the  side  you  can't  write  about 
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so  easily:  the  humble  Papa  who  knelt 
each  morning  at  the  6:15  Mass  to  re- 
ceive his  Lord;  the  unselfish  Papa  who 
bought  the  family  twice  as  many  Easter 
eggs  the  year  he  contracted  diabetes 
and  couldn't  eat  sweets;  the  under- 
standing Papa  who  knew  the  pre- Vo- 
cation bumps  his  daughter  was  going 
through.  "Don't  hurry,  Ru,  take  your 
time,"  he'd  whisper  in  church,  after 


Saturday  night  confession  —  a  cleans- 
ing we'd  always  undertake  together, 
"I'll  wait  in  the  car  outside";  the  soft- 
hearted Papa  who  mailed  a  letter  to  the 
Novitiate  before  I  even  left  home  to 
make  sure  that  there  would  be  a  letter 
the  first  day;  I'll  always  remember 
Papa  whose  heart  was  bigger  than  all 
his  projects  and  screw  collections,  his 
eccentricities  and  schemes. 


If  in  Doubt... 

...  try  higher  education!  It  is  utterly  amazing  what  it  can  do  for  you.  We  know, 
because  we  all  tried  it  last  summer.  The  first  noticeable  effect  was  that  as  our 
heads  mounted  into  thicker  and  thicker  clouds  of  learning,  we  forgot  that  our 
feet  were  still  on  earth.  The  unusual  began  to  happen.  You  know;  like  pouring 
milk  into  the  cereal  bowl  in  the  middle  of  the  table  instead  of  into  our  own  serv- 
ing; or  removing  the  butter  from  the  table  after  dinner  and  placing  it  in  the  oven 
instead  of  in  the  refrigerator.  I  think  you  understand  what  I  mean. 

Another  effect  was  insight  into  a  basic  concept  of  the  mathematics  program, 
particularly  what  is  known  as  "the  new  math."  We  had  always  considered  our- 
selves rational  but  the  double  meaning  in  the  concept  that  "rationals  are  a  dense 
set"  was  really  born  out  at  examination  time!  Why,  now  that  we  have  begun 
work  on  Action-Research,  anything  is  apt  to  happen! 

However,  one  thing  we  can't  do  that  Deans  can  do.  We  can't  lose  our 
Faculties.  Sister  M.  Phillips 


"This  parish  welcoming  you  is,  like  any  parish  throughout  the 
world,  the  Church  of  Our  Lord  rooted  in  one  specific  place.  This 
secular  tree  has  grown  in  the  centre  of  this  old  Paris  district,  but 
its  divine  sap  remains  young  .  .  .  As  a  symbol  of  temporal  con- 
tinuity, this  church  of  stone  must  be  the  centre  and  the  heart  of 
the  Church  of  Christ  living  in  the  district.  God  lives  here  and 
waits  for  us  ...  It  is  the  duty  and  desire  of  your  priests  to 
welcome  you  .  .  .  Each  Christian  must  be  a  brother  to  any  other 
Christian.  He  must  welcome  him,  wherever  he  meets.  Our  wish  is 
to  welcome  everyone  here.  Let  us  help  each  other  in  this  task 

From  a  Brochure  of  the  Church  of  Saint  Sulpice  in  Paris, 
quoted  by  Dan  Herr  in  The  Critic 
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Social  Doctrine 


Rural  Life 


Sister  M.  Jackson 


ADAPTED  FROM  A  COURSE  ON  THE  SOCIAL  DOCTRINE  OF  THE  CHURCH  WHICH  IS  USED 
IN  SOS  RELIGIOUS  CORRESPONDENCE  SCHOOLS 


The  Church  has  always  taken  a  great 
interest  in  rural  life  and  rural  people. 
Popes  and  Bishops  continually  extol 
the  way  of  life  of  farming  people, 
pointing  out  its  advantages  and  bene- 
fits for  true  Christian  living.  In  many 
countries  Catholic  organizations  are 
doing  splendid  work  in  teaching  the 
value  of  rural  life  and  in  helping  to  de- 
velop and  strengthen  it.  One  such  org- 
anization is  the  National  Catholic 
Rural  Life  Conference  (NCRLC) 
which  is  established  in  both  Canada 
and  the  United  States  to  promote 
Christian  rural  culture. 

In  a  previous  article  we  discussed 
the  importance  of  the  family  for  the 
proper  development  of  individuals  and 
for  the  good  of  society.  Rural  life,  es- 
pecially farm  life,  makes  a  very  prac- 
tical setting  for  excellent  family  life  be- 
cause this  setting,  by  its  very  nature, 
helps  the  family  to  fulfil  its  purpose. 
"The  farm  is  the  natural  cradle  of  the 
family,"  as  one  writer  says;  and  again, 
"Farm  life  is  family  life." 

If  the  farm  family  owns  its  land  it  is 
starting  off  with  an  added  advantage. 
People  are  naturally  more  inclined  to 


find  security  and  happiness  in  caring 
for  and  developing  that  which  is  their 
own.  Ownership  of  the  farm  gives  the 
family  a  desirable  dignity,  responsi- 
bility and  independence. 

On  the  farm  the  family  works  to- 
gether as  a  unit  to  which  all  the  mem- 
bers contribute.  All  have  common  in- 
terests; all  work  for  the  good  of  the 
family  group.  The  father  is  able  to  ex- 
ercise his  role  as  leader  and  head  of 
the  family,  planning  the  farm  work  so 
as  to  develop  it  and  provide  an  ade- 
quate living  for  his  wife  and  family.  At 
the  same  time  his  position  enables  him 
to  take  an  active  interest  in  the  child- 
ren, to  perform  the  duties  of  his  role 
as  father,  and  to  share  with  his  wife 
the  problems  and  responsibilities  of 
their  little  world,  the  farm. 

The  mother,  with  her  growing  fam- 
ily and  her  little  world  about  her  at  all 
times,  is  ideally  placed  to  fulfil  her  role 
as  heart  of  the  family.  She  can  take  a 
direct  and  active  interest  in  her  hus- 
band's work  and  plans,  sharing  them  to 
some  extent,  while  she  guides  and  di- 
rects the  children,  develops  a  loving, 
co-operative  spirit  in  the  home  and 
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Owning  their  farm  gives  a  family  dignity,  responsibility  and  independence 


uses  much  of  the  farm  produce  to  pro- 
vide an  economical  living  and  whole- 
some fare. 

The  children,  even  while  young,  can 
contribute  to  the  good  of  family  life  by 
having  their  chores  and  doing  them 
properly.  Guided  by  their  parents  and 
in  obedience  to  them,  the  children  can 
develop  a  fine  sense  of  responsibility 
and  a  spirit  of  unselfishness  and  co- 
operation. 

The  stability  of  farm  life  lends  itself 
well  to  the  development  of  religious 
ideals  and  to  a  Christian  atmosphere  in 
the  home.  The  recitation  of  family 
prayers,  the  studying  of  their  religion 
by  the  children  with  the  help  of  their 
parents,  the  family  trips  together  for 
Mass,  and  the  reception  of  the  sacra- 


ments by  the  family-group,  all  help  to 
strengthen  family  ties  and  to  build  up 
the  home  life  through  trust  in  God  and 
dependence  on  Him. 

Sometimes  rural  families  look  to  the 
cities  with  their  modern  conveniences 
and  seemingly  easier  way  of  life  and 
wish  that  they  could  "give  up  the 
farm"  and  move  to  the  city.  Though 
rural  life  does  have  some  disadvan- 
tages, city  life  has  even  more  problems, 
especially  for  a  family  that  has  known 
the  more  leisurely  pace  of  rural  life. 
The  farmer  and  his  family  work  close 
to  living  things.  In  their  work  of  rais- 
ing grain,  vegetables,  fruits  and  flocks, 
they  co-operate  with  God  Himself  and 
they  fulfil  His  command  to  men  to 
have  dominion  over  the  earth  and  the 
things  that  grow  on  the  earth.  The  na- 
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tural  satisfaction  that  comes  from  such 
activity  is  usually  not  found  in  the 
more  artificial  occupations,  with  ma- 
chinery, merchandise  and  industry, 
which  are  the  basis  of  most  of  the  city's 
means  of  livelihood.  Work  in  the  coun- 
try so  close  to  nature  develops  a  cer- 
tain nearness  to  God  which  can  be 
beneficial  to  the  spirit  even  though  not 
consciously  noticed.  The  wonders  to  be 
found  in  the  growth  of  new  life,  the 
ever-present  beauty  of  nature,  the  re- 
freshing changes  brought  by  the  sea- 
sons —  all  touch  the  day-to-day  occu- 
pations of  the  farming  family  and  help 
to  draw  hearts  and  minds  to  the 
Creator. 


It  is  true  that  urban  life  has  certain 
advantages  over  the  rural  areas  —  bet- 
ter opportunities  for  education,  for 
worship,  for  buying;  less  loneliness, 
greater  variety  in  entertainment  and 
social  life.  Urban  advantages,  however, 
do  not  outweigh  rural  advantages.  In 
the  cities  where  there  is  much  moving 
and  changing  of  living  places  and  oc- 
cupations, people  cannot  develop  the 
deep  and  lasting  friendships  which  are 
possible  in  rural  districts.  Rural  fami- 
lies often  work  their  farms  from  gener- 
ation to  generation  and  become  per- 
manent and  valued  members  of  the 
community.  There  is  more  leisure  and 
peacefulness  in  country  life,  less  stress 


Children  can  contribute 
by  having  their  chores  and 
doing  them  properly 
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and  strain  in  the  effort  to  earn  a  liv- 
ing, simpler  and  more  wholesome 
forms  of  recreation,  far  less  danger  of 
crime  and  delinquency,  a  lower  cost  of 
living,  more  freedom,  less  restraint. 
Frequently  city  life  divides  a  family  as 
father,  mother  and  children  go  about 
their  own  work  and  interests.  Country 
life,  and  especially  farm  life,  usually 
unites  the  family  in  the  same  interests, 
work  and  recreations. 

While  considering  their  blessings  and 
advantages,  the  Church  urges  rural 
families,  nevertheless,  to  keep  up  with 
the  times  in  using  scientific  helps  and 
modern  techniques  for  both  farm  work 
and  home  life.  These  are  valuable 
means  for  bettering  both  spiritual  and 
temporal  aspects  of  rural  living.  The 
conveniences  and  comforts  brought  to 
rural  life  by  modern  science  provide  an 
occasion  for  gratitude  to  God,  the  Pro- 
vider of  all  good  gifts. 

One  serious  problem  today  is  that 
farm  land,  instead  of  being  owned  and 
operated  by  farming  families,  is  being 
bought  up  by  wealthy  business  con- 
cerns. These  groups  hire  workers  to 
farm  large  areas  for  the  owner's  profit. 
This  "big  business'  method  of  farming 
destroys  the  farmers'  way  of  life,  puts 
property  into  the  hands  of  a  few  in- 
stead of  many,  and  reduces  the  farmer 
to  the  status  of  a  hired  man.  Any  coun- 
try which  allows  this  to  happen  to  its 
rural  way  of  life  destroys  the  very 
backbone  of  the  nation.  In  Mater  et 
Magistra  Pope  John  XXIII  says : 

"...  if  we  hold  to  a  sound  natural, 
and  even  more  so,  a  Christian  concept 
of  man  and  the  family,  we  are  forced 
to  adopt  as  our  ideal  of  a  farm  unit 
especially  a  family-type  farm,  one  that 
resembles  a  community  of  persons, 
whose  inner  relations  and  structure 
conforrn  to  the  standards  of  justice 
and  Christian  teaching.  With  this  in 


mind  we  should  exert  every  effort  to 
realize  this  ideal,  as  far  as  circum- 
stances permit. 

"If  a  family-type  farm  is  to  survive, 
it  must  produce  sufficient  income  to  en- 
able the  family  to  live  in  decent  com- 
fort. To  do  this,  it  is  very  necessary 
that  farmers  be  given  special  instruc- 
tions, be  kept  constantly  up-to-date 
and  be  supplied  with  technical  assist- 
ance in  their  profession.  It  is  also  es- 
sential that  they  form  a  flourishing  sys- 
tem of  co-operatives  and  professional 
organizations.  They  ought  likewise  to 
take  an  effective  interest  in  public  af- 
fairs that  concern  not  only  administra- 
tive agencies,  but  also  political  move- 
ments." 

This  directive  from  the  Holy  Father 
presupposes  an  adequate  education. 
Farming  families  should  secure  for 
their  children  the  very  best  they  can  in 
an  education  based  on  Christian  prin- 
ciples. University  training  should  be 
available  for  rural  students  who  have 
the  ability  for  it.  Education  must  not 
be  aimed  at  geting  the  rural  youth  "off 
the  farm."  Rather  it  should  develop  in 
the  young  people  a  strong  loyalty  to 
their  splendid  way  of  life  and  fit  them, 
not  only  to  cope  with  the  serious  prob- 
lems facing  that  way  of  life  today,  but 
to  find  the  greatest  benefit  and  happi- 
ness in  rural  life.  To  quote  again  from 
Pope  John  XXIII  in  Mater  et  Ma- 
gistra: 

"In  farm  work  the  human  person- 
ality finds  many  aids  to  self-expression, 
self-development  and  cultural  enrich- 
ment. Therefore,  the  farmer  should 
consider  his  work  as  a  vocation  and  a 
mission.  Moreover,  he  ought,  as  it 
were,  to  consecrate  his  labor  to  God, 
whose  Providence  directs  all  events  to 
man's  salvation.  He  ought  finally  to  ac- 
cept the  assignment  to  elevate  himself 
and  others  to  a  higher  level  of  culture." 


THE  OLDER  A  MAN  GETS  THE  FURTHER  HE  HAD  TO  WALK  TO  SCHOOL  AS  A  BOY 
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Alberta 


Admitted  per 
Helicopter 


Sister  M.  Knechtel 


Until  5  p.m.  it  had  just  been  another 
day.  But  at  5  p.m.  the  house-phone 
rang. 

"How  would  you  like  to  go  for  a 
helicopter  ride?"  asked  Sister  Reans- 
bury  from  the  hospital. 

"When  do  we  start?"  I  had  no  need 
to  deliberate  over  that  reply." 

"As  soon  as  you  are  ready,"  Sister 
said.  "They  suggest  you  wear  slacks. 
The  pilot  is  here  with  the  car  to  take 
you  to  the  landing  strip.  So  make  it 
fast." 

I  settled  for  rubbers  and  a  raincoat 
and  rushed  over  to  the  hospital.  The 
Forestry  Service  had  received  an  urgent 
request  for  help  from  somewhere  in 
the  bush  about  100  miles  northwest  of 
Edson.  A  woman,  whose  husband  was 
in  the  wild  horse  business,  either  had 
or  was  about  to  have  a  baby.  The 
couple  was  alone  in  the  wilderness. 

We  arrived  at  the  landing  strip  and 
started  off  immediately.  The  take-off 
was  very  smooth  though  I  felt  a  bit 
woozy  until  we  levelled  off.  The  scen- 
ery was  breath-taking;  my  first  unfor- 
gettable panoramic  view  of  the  mount- 


ains and  forests. 

Somewhere  in  the  middle  of  no- 
where we  landed  for  gas.  I  got  out  and 
walked.  I  could  actually  hear  the  si- 
lence of  the  wilderness;  it  was  truly 
awe-inspiring. 

A  few  minutes  after  our  second  take- 
off we  were  circling  the  camp  where 
my  patient  awaited  us.  Camp?  The 
camp  consisted  of  a  solitary  tent 
pitched  on  the  bank  of  the  Smoky  Riv- 
er surrounded  by  mountains  and  for- 
ests. About  a  dozen  wild  horses  were 
tethered  close-by.  They  simply  went 
mad  when  we  circled  over  them. 

We  landed  but  the  baby  was  ahead 
of  us.  Fortunately  we  had  a  portable 
incubator  into  which  we  quickly  tucked 
the  baby.  Nor  did  we  waste  any  time 
in  getting  the  mother  aboard.  As  we 
rose  sky-ward  I  looked  back.  The 
father  gazed  up  at  the  helicopter.  He 
stood  motionless,  one  man  with  a  tent 
and  the  wild  horses.  It  was  a  lonely 
spectacle. 

At  8  p.m.  we  were  back  in  Edson 
with  our  mission  accomplished  and  our 
patients  admitted  per  helicopter. 


NOTHING  IMPROVES  A  GOLFER'S  SCORE-CARD  LIKE  THE  ABSENCE  OF  WITNESSES 
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Reverend  Mother  Lidwina 

The  group  of  novices  and  postulants  were 
gathered  around  the  table  in  our  novitiate 
common  room.  They  were  all  attention,  their 
eyes  glued  on  the  speaker,  a  frail  Sister  of 
St.  Joseph.  "Archbishop  McNeil  asked  me, 
kDo  you  believe  there  is  a  need  for  this  new 
Community?'  Recalling  all  that  my  experi- 
ence in  Prince  Rupert  had  taught  me  about 
the  needs  of  the  West,  I  answered  yes.  His 
Grace  told  me  later  that  what  he  really 
wanted  to  know  that  day,  before  I  came  to 
Wellesley  Place,  was  whether  or  not  I  ap- 
peared to  be  motherly.'' 

The  speaker  was  Sister  Mary  Lidwina  of  the  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph  of  Toronto. 
Sister  Lidwina  to  the  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph  but,  always,  Mother  Lidwina  to  the 
Sisters  of  Service. 

It  was  Mother  Lidwina  who  had  been  loaned  to  us  by  her  Community  in  the 
very  first  days  of  our  Institute.  It  was  she  who,  a  mother  indeed,  had  guided  our 
first  Sisters  in  the  ways  of  religious  life.  So  simple  in  the  writing,  but  how  com- 
plex in  the  living  it  must  have  been.  To  launch  a  religious  institute  which  was 
without  precedent  in  Canada,  to  guard  the  unchangeable  essence  and  ideals  of 
the  religious  life  while  allowing  for  freedom,  breadth  and  flexibility  in  the  apos- 
tolate,  required  great  prudence  and  deep  spirituality.  It  required  also  a  faithful 
adherence  to  the  vision  and  the  direction  of  Archbishop  McNeil  and  our 
Founders.  Mother  Lidwina  remained  with  us  for  four  years.  Then  ill-health  forced 
her  retirement  from  her  work  in  the  Institute  she  had  grown  to  love.  In  all 
humility  we  point  to  our  Institute  today  as  vital  proof  of  how  well  she  sowed 
the  seed,  of  how  faithfully  she  adhered  to  the  principles  which  were  our  reason- 
for-being. 

Ironically,  Mother  Lidwina  outlived  Archbishop  McNeil,  Father  Coughlan 
and  Father  Daly,  though  she  had  long  been  in  ill-health.  Is  it  purely  coincidence, 
we  wonder,  that  God  called  her  on  the  same  day  as  He  called  Pope  John  xxm  — 
June  third,  the  anniversary  of  Father  Daly's  death? 

The  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph  have  lost  a  Sister;  we,  our  first  Mother.  To  both 
Communities  she  was  a  glowing  example  of  the  perfect  religious;  prayerful, 
humble,  obedient. 

We  extend  our  sympathy  to  the  members  of  Mother  Lidwina's  family  as  to 
those  of  her  religious  family.  We,  too,  have  suffered  a  loss.  But  we  know  that  the 
interest  in  us  which  never  dwindled,  the  prayers  for  us  which  never  ceased  will 
continue  in  Heaven.  She  had  lived  very  close  to  Heaven  for  a  long  time.  Her 
journey  thereto  must  have  been  swift  and  unutterably  sweet. 

May  her  soul  rest  in  peace. 


july  1963 
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SOS-o-gram 


from  here  and  there 


^  GUNN,  ALBERTA:  The  following 
letter  is  from  the  Grade  XII  students 
at  the  Rich  Valley  school. 

"Dear  Sister  General, 

"Our  class  just  recently  read  a  copy 
of  the  field  at  home  and  we  thought 
it  delightful,  especially  the  part  Sister 
McPhee  contributed.  That  part  had  an 
extra  special  interest  for  us,  because 
she  is  our  class-mate  here  in  Rich  Val- 
ley. 

"We  wonder  if  you  could  use  a  little 
part  of  the  magazine  for  a  message 
from  us.  We  would  like  it  as  a  surprise 
for  Sister  McPhee  and  also  for  Sister 
Deighan. 

"We  would  like  to  say  how  much  we 
enjoyed  having  Sister  McPhee  as  one 
of  our  classmates  this  term.  She  has 
been  a  wonderful  friend  to  us,  and  we 
are  happy  that  this  was  the  class  chos- 
en for  her  to  attend.  We  are  delighted 
that  we  have  been  able  to  know  Sister 
Deighan  too,  and  we  know  that  all  the 
children  in  her  class  think  of  her  as  the 
dearest  teacher  they  ever  had.  Both 
she  and  Sister  McPhee  will  always  be 
remembered  by  us  for  their  lively  sense 
of  humor  and  sincere  kindness.  Thank 
you  for  sending  them  to  Rich  Valley. 

"The  Rich  Valley  Grade  XII  Class." 

«I  RICH  VALLEY:  We  were  very 
grateful  during  Holy  Week  that  we  had 
had  such  a  thorough  grounding  in  Gre- 
gorian chant  during  our  novitiate  days. 


We  had  all  the  Holy  Week  services  at 
Onoway  —  so  we  did  plenty  of  sing- 
ing. There  was  very  little  time  for  prac- 
tice, just  a  few  minutes  on  the  day  be- 
fore "the  day."  On  Easter  Monday  we 
rested  and  rested  and  rested.  Was  it 
ever  fun!  Sister  had  a  bad  throat  —  no 
wonder  —  and  could  not  talk  too 
much.  We  had  dinner  in  the  living 
room  then  I  read  to  Sister  at  her  re- 
quest. Soon  she  was  sound  asleep 
which  reminded  me  of  the  little  fellow 
at  my  first  religious  vacation  school. 
He  said,  "Sister,  this  is  so  interesting  I 
am  falling  asleep."  We  went  to  Edson 
instead  of  Edmonton  for  part  of  the 
Easter  vacation.  It  is  wonderful  to  be 
surrounded  by  so  many  homes  that  we 
can  pick  and  choose. 

The  longer  we  stay  in  Rich  Valley 
the  more  we  love  it.  One  Sunday  we 
did  not  have  catechism  so  Father 
Blanch  took  us  to  Sandy  Lake.  It  was 
our  first  visit  there.  St.  Mark's  church 
is  very  small  and  is  situated  right  in 
the  middle  of  a  field.  While  Father 
heard  confessions  we  set  up  for  Mass 
and  had  choir  practice  with  the  congre- 
gation. Both  Father  and  the  people  ap- 
preciated the  singing. 

IJ  EDMONTON:  Sister  Trautman 
writes  from  the  Religious  Correspond- 
ence School:  "When  the  lessons  from 
us  go  into  the  homes  they  seem  to  be- 
come a  family  affair.  It  is  really  mar- 


don't  lose  control  of  your  car.  keep  up  the  payments 
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vellous  to  see  how  the  lessons  are  cared 
for.  Some  families  return  their  lessons 
immediately,  the  pages  are  still  crisp 
and  clean.  Some  are  not  so  prompt  but 
the  lessons  are  kept  safely  until  they 
get  around  to  doing  them.  Some  of  the 
lessons  may  be  sticky,  scorched  or 
stained,  but  they  come  back.  At  times 
the  envelopes  we  use  are  turned  inside 
out  and  re-used.  Some  envelopes  are 
sewn  closed  with  the  sewing  machine, 
others  are  closed  with  adhesive.  We 
even  receive  ordinary  brown  paper 
bags  with  the  lessons  clipped  inside. 
They  all  arrive  eventually,  tangible  evi- 
dence of  the  interest  taken  in  the  les- 
sons and  of  considerable  ingenuity  as 
well." 

q  WINNIPEG:  Rt.  Reverend  Dom 
Fulgence  Fortier,  o.c.s.o.,  of  St,  Nor- 
bert,  Manitoba,  was  guest  speaker  at 
the  annual  SOS  Auxiliary  Communion 
Breakfast  which  was  held  in  the  Win- 
nipeg Club. 

The  speaker  retraced  the  history  of 
the  Trappist  Order  whose  special  vo- 
cation is  to  manifest  to  the  world  the 


truth  of  Christ's  saying,  "My  yoke  is 
sweet  and  my  burden  light."  The  Trap- 
pist life  is  strictly  contemplative  and  is 
lived  in  silence.  To  the  three  religious 
vows  of  poverty,  chastity  and  obedi- 
ence are  added  those  of  stability  and 
conversion  of  manners. 

Dom  Fortier  emphasized  that  the 
Council  will  not  seek  to  alter  the  pur- 
pose of  the  Trappists  which  is  to  live 
a  life  of  prayer,  study  and  work.  The 
Holy  Father  made  a  special  visit  to  the 
Cistercians  at  Frattochi  near  Rome 
immediately  before  the  Council  to  as- 
sure the  monks  that  "there  is  a  place 
for  them  in  the  Church  .  .  .  and  We  do 
not  want  it  changed." 

Dom  Fortier  was  introduced  by  Mrs. 
Agnes  Doll  and  thanked  by  Mrs.  J. 
Greene.  Mrs.  Whelan,  Auxiliary  Presi- 
dent, was  chairman  of  the  event.  A 
cheque  for  $1,000  from  the  Auxiliary 
was  presented  to  Sister  Schmeltzer,  Su- 
perior of  the  house.  Mr.  C.  K.  Parrish, 
Chairman  of  the  Advisory  Board, 
thanked  the  Auxiliary  for  their  efforts 
to  make  the  work  of  the  Residence 
known. 


Sister  Schmeltzer  receiving  a  cheque,  presented  by  Mrs.  Whelan, 
from  Winnipeg  Auxiliary 


Dear  ^iSten 

FROM  RELIGIOUS  CORRESPONDENCE  SCHOOLS  IN  REGINA,  EDMONTON  AND  FARGO,  NORTH  DAKOTA 


I  have  a  baby  brother  born  on  the  1st  of 
May.  And  we  have  a  name  for  it.  Its  name 
is  Tom. 

Marcelle 

I  thought  I  better  write  and  tell  you  what 
happened  to  my  lesson.  It  dropped  into  a 
pan  of  greece.  I  wish  you  are  able  to  read  it. 
God  bless  you. 

Phillip 

I  like  starting  on  new  work  in  all  my 
school  subjects  and  also  lessons  so  next 
time  I  will  be  glad  to  do  my  lessons  to  find 
them  probably  totally  different.  I'm  sorry 
we  didn't  return  our  finished  lessons  sooner 
but  we  almost  forgot  them  this  time,  al- 
though I  don't  know  why.  Please  do  not  be 
angry  with  us  for  this  reason.  John  is  in 
Grade  2  and  is  fairly  well  in  reading.  He 
was  8  on  March  6  of  this  month.  If  you 
wish  to  send  him  lessons  mom  and  dad 
would  very  greatly  appreciate  it.  They  came 
from  Holland  and  are  very  strict  in  their 
Catholic  religion  about  our  going  to  church 
and  receiving  Holy  Communion  and  going 
to  confession.  I  will  help  John  as  much  as 


possible  in  doing  his  lessons.  John  enjoys 
reading  the  book  of  'The  First  Communion" 
and  then  I  usually  ask  him  questions,  (un- 
der the  orders  of  mom  and  dad  to  see  if  he 
is  reading  or  just  guessing  at  the  words.)  It 
proves  to  be  reading.  Good-bye  Dear  Sisters. 
Your  correspondent  pupil, 

Margretta 

I  am  in  Grade  one.  I  go  to  Catechism  at 
Mrs.  P.  How  are  you?  I  like  your  Cate- 
chism lessons.  My  priest  is  Father  C.  My 
Mother  helps  me  with  my  Catechism  les- 
sons. Father  C.  helped  us  with  our  lessons 
on  sin.  This  is  a  picture  of  me.  May  God 
bless  you  Sisters.  Love. 

Sandra 

I  would  like  to  have  some  work  like  you 
gives  Douglas.  I  don't  know  how  to  spell 
that  word  that  starts  with  a  C.  Douglas 
couldn't  do  any  more  work  like  that  which 
you  sent  him  because  his  sisters  dose  his 
work  for  him.  I  feel  very  sorry  for  my  cou- 
sin because  he  can't  write  but  I  would  be 
happy  to  help  if  you  could  send  work  to 
him.  Please  do  send  me  some  lessons,  I 
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like  to  do  work  like  that.  I  am  filling  out 
the  list  of  brothers  and  sisters  of  Douglas.  I 
got  one  sister  that  gose  to  school  and  is  in 
grade  two,  but  now  is  in  the  hospital.  My 
birthday  was  on  March  23.  I  haven't  got 
much  to  say.  So  good-bye  for  now.  May 
God  bless  you  all  Sisters.  Yours  truly, 

Garry 

I  am  sorry  I  made  such  a  mess  of  my  les- 
sons this  time.  I  am  a  sloppy  writer.  I  like 
my  lessons.  I  am  taking  boxing  lessons  now 
to.  I  am  trapping  now.  But  I  did  not  get 
anything.  I  was  skating  on  the  creek  today. 
Best  wishes. 

Walter 

Thought  you  might  like  to  know  that  we 
are  now  having  Mass  here  every  2  weeks  in- 
stead of  about  once  in  6  months.  Father 
says  Mass  in  different  homes  each  time.  We 
are  having  Mass  at  our  home  next  week. 

We  have  Sunday  school  at  11:00  o'clock 
one  Sunday  and  at  2:30  before  Mass  on  the 
next. 

My  brother  was  3  a  couple  of  weeks  ago. 
He  says  his  prayers  very  often.  He  always 
says  God  bless  my  teddy  bear,  dog  and  his 
other  toys. 

Lots  of  people  are  turning  Catholic  when 
getting  married.  Bye  for  now,  write  later. 

Linda 

I  am  just  dropping  you  a  few  lines  as  I 
have  some  spare  time  today.  I  would  like  to 
thank  you  a  lot  for  the  lovely  picture  you 
sent  me. 

Our  wedding,  Sister,  will  be  on  October 
26.  It  sure  would  have  been  nice  to  have  it 
sooner,  but  on  account  of  threshing  we 
couldn't.  A  lot  of  farmers  around  our  way 
still  have  stooks  to  thresh,  swaths  to  pick 
up  and  a  lot  of  straight  combining  to  do.  We 
had  heavy  snow  on  Thursday  and  Friday 
which  did  not  help. 

I  read  my  sister's  letter  from  Sister 
McPhee.  Sister  said  she  prayed  for  me  on 
Sept.  26.  I  sure  was  glad  to  hear  that;  I 
also  pray  to  Our  Blessed  Lady  to  help  me 
lead  a  good  Catholic  life.  Thanks  a  lot, 
Sister.  Continue  to  pray  for  me  Sisters 
please.  Thank  you. 

Gladys 

Thank  you  very  much  for  my  certificate 
I  enjoyed  that  Jesus  and  I  book  I  have  a 
dog  I  called  it  chum  and  now  we  have  a 
budgdgie  bird  we  call  it  pat  I  wish  you  a 


very  happy  holiday  God  bless  you  we  have 
the  story  of  the  Bless  Virgin 

Wally 

I  regret  to  say  that  I  cannot  take  Sunday 
School  lessons  from  your  centre  any  more. 
I  fully  realize  that  I  should  and  that  I 
should  not  make  up  excuses  about  not  tak- 
ing them.  You  may  recall  last  year  how  slow 
we  were  in  sending  back  the  lessons.  I  was 
usually  the  slow  one.  It  was  not  that  I  was 
lazy.  I  was  taking  piano  music  lessons  which 
demanded  an  hour  of  practice  every  night. 
Even  at  times  I  neglected  this  practice.  I 
also  took  Grade  Two  Theory  which  was  a 
very  difficult  course  in  music.  In  both  my 
music  exams  I  passed.  In  the  practical  one 
just  five  per  cent  from  failing  and  fortunate- 
ly in  the  theory  I  made  an  excellent  mark. 
On  top  of  this,  I  had  my  High  School  work 
and  work  around  the  home  which  I  certainly 
couldn't  leave.  I  was  secretary  of  a  4-H 
Club  and  room  representative  for  the  Stu- 
dent's Union  at  school.  This  was  compul- 
sory. 

This  year  I  am  taking  a  very  full  course 
in  high  school.  I  am  also  taking  music 
again  which  demands  a  great  deal  of  prac- 
tice. I  barely  escape  without  at  least  more 
than  three  hours  of  straight  homework  each 
night  and  then  much  more  for  the  week- 
end which  is  usually  left  until  Sunday.  I 
know  that  a  Sunday  School  lessons  takes 
only  a  half  hour  to  complete.  I  feel  that  if 
I  take  them  this  year  I  will  be  only  holding 
up  the  rest  of  the  family  which  are  doing 
the  lessons.  I  am  very  grateful  though  that 
I  have  taken  them.  I  have  learned  many 
facts  about  the  Catholic  Faith  that  I  did 
not  know.  Thank  you  ever  so  much.  Yours 
truly, 

Gerald 

I'm  sorry  I  did  not  answer  your  letter 
sooner.  We  have  lost  the  lessons.  I  don't 
know  if  there  is  any  point  in  trying  again. 
Instead  of  writing  for  the  lessons  again  this 
year,  we  have  chosen  every  Wednesday  after 
school  or  after  supper  for  a  must  for  learn- 
ing prayers  and  catechism. 

Second  thought  —  send  them.  We  will  try 
to  make  another  must  to  get  them  done.  It's 
awful  to  think  this  is  such  a  busy  world  we 
can't  find  time  two  nights  a  week  for  cate- 
chism. God  bless  you. 

Mrs.  A .  P. 


TO  FIND  SOMEONE  WHO  KNOWS  WHAT  TO  DO  ABOUT  A  HOT  POTATO 
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PostScript 


"The  night  I  got  my  ring  we  drove  to  St.  Bernard's  where  we  often  go 
to  Mass  together.  We  went  in  and  Mert  put  the  diamond  on  my 
finger.  There  wasn't  anyone  else  in  church;  just  Our  Lord,  Mert  and  I. 
It  was  the  way  I  always  wanted  to  become  engaged." 

She  is  a  dear  girl  —  as  are  the  girls  who  were  listening  to  her.  I 
thought,  as  she  told  her  little  story,  of  all  the  goodness  there  is  in  the 
world  and  wondered  if  we  sometimes  overlook  this  crystal-clear 
stream  which  flows  around  us. 

Sin  and  shoddiness  are  so  glorified,  so  emphasized  that  we  could 
be  in  danger  of  becoming  cynical,  almost  unconsciously;  of  adopting 
the  attitude  that  there  is  not  much  else  in  the  world  than  the  mediocre 
or  the  base.  We  could  be,  which  God  forbid,  twentieth  century 
Jansenists. 

Sin,  after  all,  is  a  pretty  dull  business  whose  dreary  and  limited 
litany  of  possibilities  has  been  repeated  ad  infinitum  and  ad  nauseam 
through  the  centuries.  But  where  find  a  galaxy  of  sinners  to  compare 
with  the  brilliant  galaxy  of  saints?  It  is  virtue  which  offers  the  chal- 
lenge —  a  challenge  which  is  met  more  often  than  we  know.  It  is 
virtue  which  finds  a  million  and  more  ways  of  manifesting  the  love 
which  it  presupposes. 

Perhaps  we  could  take  to  ourselves  the  words  of  Edna  St.  Vincent 
Millay: 

"Still  will  I  harvest  beauty  where  it  grows; 

Her  the  inhabiter  of  divers  places 
Surmising  at  all  doors,  I  push  them  all. 
Oh,  you  that  fearful  of  a  creaking  hinge 
Turn  backward  forevermore  with  craven  faces, 
I  tell  you  Beauty  bears  an  ultra  fringe 
Unguessed  by  you  upon  her  gossamer  shawl!" 

To  push  all  doors,  regardless  of  a  creaking  hinge,  in  search  of 
goodness,  to  harvest  beauty  —  goodness  —  where  it  grows,  to  catch 
its  gleaming  everywhere,  to  rise  to  its  challenge;  what  a  heart-lifting, 
spirit-refreshing  adventure! 

My  young  friend's  story  of  her  engagement  made  me  reflective. 
How  far  her  little  candle  threw  its  beams.  I  pass  my  musings  on  — 
perhaps  another  may  be  reminded,  as  was  I,  that  "the  world  is 
charged  with  the  grandeur  of  God." 

THE  EDITOR 


WHAT  ADAM  AND  EVE  STARTED,  ATOM  AND  EVIL  MAY  END 
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Thx  Xditor's  Lamxnt 


It's  not  that  I  mind  troublx,  it  comxs  to  xvxryonx, 
But  troublx  coming  doublx  is  nxvxr  rxally  fun. 

My  typxwritxr  is  on  thx  blink.  Thxrx's  not  much  wrong,  mind  you, 

It's  just  onx  pxsky  littlx  kxy  —  but  what  that  kxy  can  do! 

It  makxs  my  writing  doublx  dutch,  it  fouls  up  all  my  copy, 

It's  going  to  makx  thx  printxr  say,  "That  xditor's  surx  sloppy." 

And  thxn  thxrx  arx  subscribxs  —  thxy'rx  troublx  numbxr  two. 

Thxy  won't  pay  thxir  subscriptions  —  so  what  am  I  to  do? 

I  hatx  to  takx  thxm  off  thx  list  —  thxy'rx  just  likx  frixnds,  you  know. 

But  thxy  foul  up  financxs  and  so  —  thxy'll  havx  to  go. 

Who'd  want  to  bx  an  xditor  of  anything  at  all 

Whxn  pxoplx  and  xquipmxnt  conspirx  to  makx  you  bawl? 
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O  God,  the  shepherd  and  ruler  of  all  the  faithful,  look  down  favour- 
ably upon  Thy  servant  Paul,  whom  Thou  hast  been  pleased  to  appoint 
pastor  over  Thy  Church;  grant,  we  beseech  Thee,  that  he  may  benefit 
both  by  word  and  example  those  over  whom  he  is  set,  and  thus  attain 
unto  life  eternal,  together  with  the  flock  committed  to  his  care. 
Through  Christ  our  Lord,  Amen. 


Memo 


from  the  editors  desk 


Pope  Paul  vi 

In  an  issue  of  America  which  appeared  between  the  death  of  Pope  John  and  the 
election  of  Pope  Paul,  Reverend  Ladislas  M.  Orsy,  s.J.,  professor  of  Canon  Law 
at  the  Pontifical  Gregorian  University,  wrote  that  the  Council,  if  reconvened  by 
the  new  Pope,  will  continue  to  reflect  a  new  spirit  in  the  Church. 

"It  will  be  the  spirit  of  Paul  the  Apostle,  who  shook  off  Jewish  laws  (not 
because  they  were  wrong  in  themselves,  but  because  they  were  an  impedi- 
ment to  the  evangelization  of  the  Gentiles)  and  unfolded  —  to  the  heathen, 
and  to  all  men  —  the  mystery  of  God  concerning  our  salvation  through 
Christ." 

The  spirit  of  Paul  the  Apostle  —  and  our  Holy  Father  chose  the  name  of  Paul. 

"Led  by  the  light  of  faith  serenely  beaming  ..."  sings  an  old  Christmas  carol. 
How  apt  the  line  is  when  applied  to  the  Church  and  to  those  whom  God  has 
chosen  to  govern  the  Church  in  our  time. 

Serenity  —  the  word  connotes  peace,  calm,  poised  control.  Serenity  —  the 
Christ-like  quality  which  brings  reassurance  and  strength  to  the  troubled  hearts 
of  man.  Serenity  —  despite  wars  and  rumours  of  wars,  despite  mountainous 
burdens  and  multitudinous  affairs.  Serenity  —  the  mantle  of  the  Papacy  which 
reminds  all  men  of  Him  Who  said,  "Fear  not  little  flock  .  .  .  Behold,  I  am  with 
you  all  days." 

As  our  Holy  Father  looks  into  the  future  with  the  spirit  of  St.  Paul,  with 
serenity,  with  high  courage  and  with  penetrating  vision,  the  prayers  of  the  Sisters 
of  Service  will  be  a  small,  but  we  trust,  unwavering  plea  that  the  Holy  Spirit  may 
direct  him  in  all  his  ways  and  that  God  will  give  him  length  of  days. 

By  the  time  a  man  can  afford  to  lose  a  golf  ball  he  can't  hit  that  far 
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A  New  Look  for  the  SOS 


Sister  Catherine  Moriarity  wears  the  winter  hat  and  coat;  Sister  Mary  Haider, 
the  indoor  habit  and  Sister  Ann  Johnson,  the  summer  hat  and  spring  and  fall 
coat. 


In  the  accompanying  picture  we  are  giving  our  readers  a  glimpse,  perhaps  the 
first  for  some,  of  our  recently  adopted  new  habit.  In  thus  changing  our  habit  we 
are  being  faithful  to  our  Rule  which  states,  "it  [the  habit]  will  always  be  a  uni- 
form rather  than  a  strictly  religious  habit."  We  are  being  faithful  to  the  spirit  of 
adaptability  which  must  always  be  a  characteristic  of  the  Sisters  of  Service. 

Our  Present  Issue  of  the  field  at  home 

This  issue  of  the  field  at  home  features  Christian  Island,  not  in  its  official 
capacity  as  a  teaching  mission,  but  rather  in  its  unofficial  role  as  an  SOS  vacation 
spot.  We  hope  our  readers  will  enjoy  the  different  presentation  of  what  is,  in 
fact,  an  area  of  truly  missionary  endeavour. 

//  everyone  gives  one  thread  the  poor  man  will  have  a  shirt 
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At 

Headquarters 


Reverend  Father  Bernard  Haring,  c.ss.r. 


There  is  never  a  time  when,  no  matter 
how  dark  the  day,  we  do  not  rejoice 
and  thank  God  for  the  privilege  of  be- 
ing Sisters  of  Service.  And  there  are 
times  when  our  rejoicing  and  our  grati- 
tude are  almost  overwhelming.  One 
such  day  occurred  during  this  past 
summer  when  we  had  the  rare  and 
wonderful  experience  of  an  afternoon 
with  Reverend  Father  Bernard  Haring, 
c.ss.r.  Father  Haring,  who  comes  from 
Germany,  is  a  professor  in  the  Re- 
demptorist  Fathers  Academia  Alfonsi- 
ana  in  Rome  and  at  the  international 
catechetical  centre,  Lumen  Vitae,  in 
Brussels.  He  is  one  of  the  experts  at 
the  Vatican  Council.  Father  Haring  is 
also  a  Redemptorist  and  to  the  SOS 
that  is  not  just  by  way  of  parenthesis. 
We  know  that  all  our  good  friends 
among  the  clergy,  both  diocesan  and 
regular,  understand  that,  for  us,  the 
Redemptorists  are  rather  special.  We 
would  hardly  be  normal  if  they  weren't. 
It  was  because  of  and  through  this  Re- 
demptorist  family    relationship  that 


Father  Haring  came  to  the  Novitiate 
on  July  16  to  speak  to  all  the  SOS  in 
Toronto. 

Father  Edward  Kennedy,  c.ss.r.,  ac- 
companied and  introduced  Father  Har- 
ing who  was  in  Toronto  to  conduct  an 
Institute  for  Professional  Theologians 
at  Regis  College,  the  Jesuit  Seminary. 

Speaking  on  The  Primacy  of  the  In- 
ternal Law,  Father  Haring  stressed 
Christ's  total  gift  of  Himself  to  His 
Father.  The  first  question  of  Christian 
morality,  Father  Haring  said,  is  a 
change  of  mind  from  the  legalistic 
"How  far  am  I  obliged?"  to  the  Christ- 
like, "How  can  I  render  to  the  Father 
all  He  has  given  me?"  A  spirit  of  grati- 
tude posits  a  spiritual  life.  St.  Augus- 
tine's "Love  God  and  do  what  you 
will"  equals  a  total  giving  to  God.  Writ- 
ten law  does  not  help  us  much  unless 
we  have  the  spirit  of  Christ  which 
urges  us  to  complete  gift  of  self.  The 
whole  history  of  salvation  is  the  asso- 
ciation of  man  with  Christ  in  His  lov- 
ing return  to  the  Father;  in  His  morn- 


Nothing  makes  you  more  tolerant  of  your  neighbor's  party  than  being  there  yourself 
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ing  prayer,  "Thou  hast  given  me  a 
body  .  .  .  behold  I  come  to  do  Thy 
Will"  and  in  His  evening  prayer,"  Fath- 
er, into  Thy  hands  I  commend  my 
spirit." 

Our  Lord  Himself  taught  us  to  say 
in  the  Our  Father,  "...  Thy  Will  be 
done  on  earth  as  it  is  in  Heaven  ..." 
In  Heaven  there  is  no  law,  no  com- 
mandment, there  is  only  the  power  of 
love.  It  is  possible  to  love  here  as 
the  saints  love  in  heaven,  otherwise 
Our  Lord  could  not  have  given  us  the 
Lord's  Prayer  as  He  did  give  it.  We 
must  strive  for  sincerity  in  our  love. 
We  should  go  to  the  Tabernacle  and 


ask  Him,  "Am  I  sincere  when  I  say  I 
do  this  only  because  I  love  you?" 

Christ  gave  Himself  to  the  Father 
and,  in  submission,  to  human  authori- 
ty. Our  Lord  could  often  have  said  and 
done  things  better  than  Our  Lady  and 
St.  Joseph  —  but  He  did  not.  He  was 
obedient,  humble,  subject  to  their  au- 
thority. 

Religious  men  and  women  must 
form  a  mirror-image  of  the  Church.  In 
a  special  way  religious  must  give  wit- 
ness to  Christ  by  their  awareness  of  the 
signs  of  the  times.  The  Lord  comes 
whenever  anyone  needs  our  loving 
kindness,  our  understanding  mercy,  our 


Fathers  Hdring  and  Kennedy,  Sisters  General  and  Greenaway  prepare  for  the 

picture  (Photo  by  Guido) 


Every  day  is  judgment  day.  Use  a  lot  of  it 
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good  word,  our  help.  The  Spirit  of  God 
is  in  a  readiness  to  change  when  needs 
change,  just  as  the  Church  changes,  in 
continuity,  doing  what  is  better  for  now. 
It  belongs  to  the  Law  of  the  Spirit  that 
we  see,  not  only  the  letter  of  the  Law, 
but  also  the  essential  nature  of  our  be- 
ing. Legalism  has  no  insight  into  the 
exigencies  of  our  being,  into  the  exigen- 
cies of  charity  and  truth.  Truth  never 
changes  but  truth  is  helpful  and  al- 
ways expresses  charity. 

In  reply  to  a  question  Father  Har- 
ing  said  that  our  personal  contribution 
to  re-union  can  be  our  personal  witness 
to  the  joyful  Catholic  life,  to  the  joyful 
countenance  of  Mother  Church. 

Our  guests  remained  for  supper  with 
the  Community,  a  supper  which  ex- 
tended well  beyond  the  period  of  eating 
into  a  pleasantly  relaxed  period  during 
which  Father  Haring  reminisced.  He 
spoke  of  his  five  sisters  and  one  niece 
who  are  religious,  of  his  experiences 
while  with  the  German  army  in  Russia; 


he  talked  about  the  Council  and,  lov- 
ingly, of  Pope  John. 

One  is  rather  awed  by  Father  Har- 
ing's  brilliance,  by  the  breadth  and 
depth  of  his  thought,  by  his  ability  to 
compress  into  each  sentence  material 
for  hours  of  thoughtful,  prayerful 
meditation.  One  recognizes  in  him  a 
profound  scholar,  a  great  teacher,  but 
above  all,  a  humble  Christ-like  priest. 
The  explanation  of  the  powerful  im- 
pact which  Father  Haring  makes  on 
all  who  hear  him  may  be  his  Christ- 
like humility,  his  unopinionated  man- 
ner and  his  lack  of  dogmatizing. 

We  are  most  grateful  to  Father 
Kennedy  who  arranged  Father  Har- 
ing's  visit  to  us.  We  were  captivated 
and  inspired  by  our  visitor.  But,  wo- 
man-like, it  was  a  small,  human  touch 
which  completed  our  capitulation. 
During  supper  Father  leaned  over  and 
took  a  second  helping  of  fruit  salad. 
That  did  it.  He  felt  at  home  with  us  — 
and  our  hearts  were  in  his  hands. 


Retreat  and  profession 

The  retreat  preparatory  to  the  recep- 
tion and  profession  ceremonies  on 
August  14  and  15  was  given  by  Rev- 
erend Francis  Sullivan,  c.ss.R.  The 
eight  days  were  an  oasis  of  peace  as 
the  retreat-master  gently,  but  inexorab- 
ly, led  the  retreatants  to  a  total  gift  of 
self  to  Christ. 

On  August  14  three  postulants  were 
received  into  the  Novitiate.  Reverend 
Robert  L.  MacDougall,  s.J.,  presided 
at  the  ceremony. 

On  the  feast  of  Our  Lady's  Assump- 
tion two  novices  made  their  First  Pro- 
fession and  three  sisters  made  Perpet- 


ual Vows.  Reverend  R.  Devlin,  s.J., 
novitiate  chaplain,  offered  the  Feast- 
day  Mass.  Very  Reverend  Matthew 
Meehan,  c.ss.R.,  presided  at  the  pro- 
fession ceremony  assisted  by  Father 
Devlin.  Reverend  Father  Sullivan  was 
also  present. 

In  Edmonton  on  August  15,  Sister 
Carmelita  Camozzi  of  Rossland,  B.C., 
renewed  her  vows.  Sister  Camozzi  is 
one  of  the  two  SOS  stationed  in  Nel- 
son, B.C. 

To  the  new  novices,  the  newly-pro- 
fessed, the  finally-professed  and  to  Sis- 
ter Camozzi  we  offer  our  congratula- 
tions and  prayerful  good  wishes. 


Money  will  buy  a  dog,  but  it  will  not  buy  the  wag  of  his  tail 


PAGE  SIX 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


Finally  professed 


SISTER  EDNA  KNAPIK  -  Broderick, 
Saskatchewan.  A  graduate  of  Sion 
Academy  in  Saskatoon,  Sister  Kna- 
pik,  after  her  first  profession,  stud- 
ied at  St.  Michael's  College,  Univer- 
sity of  Toronto  and  received  her 
B.A.  Sister  was  stationed  in  our 
Montreal  and  Winnipeg  missions 
before  going  to  St.  Patrick's  School 
of  Social  Work  in  Ottawa  where 
she  is  now  a  second-year  student. 


SISTER  OLGA  PAWLOWSKI-Edmon- 
ton,  Alberta.  Sister  Pawlowski  was 
born  and  educated  in  Spedden, 
Alberta.  She  is  a  graduate  of  the 
School  of  Nursing,  Misericordia 
Hospital,  Edmonton.  Since  she 
made  Vows  she  has  been  on  the 
staffs  of  Our  Lady's  Hospital  in 
Vilna,  Alberta  and  St.  John's  Hos- 
pital, Edson,  Alberta.  At  present 
she  is  stationed  in  Edson. 


SISTER  JOAN  SCHAFHAUSER  - 
Saskatoon,  Saskatchewan.  Sister 
Schafhauser  graduated  from  Sion 
Academy,  Saskatoon  before  enter- 
ing the  School  of  Nursing  of  St. 
Pauls'  Hospital,  Saskatoon.  Like  Sis- 
ter Pawlowski  she  has  been  on  the 
staffs  of  both  our  hospitals  and  is 
presently  stationed  in  Edson. 


Most  of  us  are  inclined  to  measure  our  achievements  by  what  other  people  haven't  done 
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Newly  professed 


Sister  Laurene  Krispin,  of  Toledo,  Sister  Sheila  Murphy,  of  Toronto, 

Ohio,    assigned    to    the    nursing  Ont.,  assigned  to  the  staff  of  the 

staff  of  St.  John's  Hospital,  Edson,  Religious  Correspondence  School 

Alberta  in  Edmonton. 


New  novices 


Sister  Joan  Walker  Sister  Donna  Warner         Sister  Lorraine  Doiron 

Brigus,  Nfld.  Barrie,  Ont.  New  Glasgow  Mills,  P.E.I. 


Intelligence  is  more  than  a  capacity  to  learn  —  it  is  an  ability  to  wonder 
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Where 
Saints 
have 
Walked 


a  picture  story  of  Martyrs'  Shrine 
and  Christian  Island . , . 


September  26th  —  the  feast  of  the 
Canadian  Martyrs  whom  we  SOS  num- 
ber among  our  patrons.  It  is  a  special 
day  for  all  of  us  but  doubly  so  for  the 
novices  and  postulants.  For  several 
years  past,  through  the  holy  machina- 
tions of  our  good  friends  the  Jesuit 
Fathers  and  especially  the  Jesuit  Bro- 
thers, there  has  been  an  exodus  from 
the  novitiate  on  September  26th  to 
either  Martyrs'  Shrine  or  Christian 
Island  or  both.  For  a  few  hours  young 
sisters,  who  are  preparing  to  dedicate 
their  lives  to  God  in  the  Home  Mis- 


sions, walk  the  ground  which  saints 
have  trod,  saints  who  were  the  first 
missionaries  to  our  own  well-loved 
land.  The  Shrine  is  holy  ground  where 
the  first  seeds  of  the  Faith  in  Canada 
were  sown  in  the  blood  of  martyrs;  it 
is  holy  ground  untouched  by  commer- 
cialism. It  is  a  place  planned  for  pray- 
er where  one  can  truly  pray.  It  is  a 
privileged  place  and  we  are  privileged 
who  go  there,  from  time  to  time,  to  be 
refreshed  and  renewed  in  the  strongly 
beautiful  and  deeply  spiritual  environ- 
ment which  the  Jesuit  Fathers  have 
preserved  and  developed  at  the  Shrine. 


In  jumping  to  hasty  conclusions  you  often  fall  flat  on  your  face 
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Up  the  hill  to  the 
lookout  surmounted 
by  a  cross 


When,  in  the  distance,  the  twin  spires  of  the  Shrine  become  visible  the  thought- 
ful visitor  must  be  touched  by  awe.  This  Shrine,  this  beauty-spot  with  its  curv- 
ing driveway,  its  flower-covered  hillside  and  flower-bordered  paths,  its  statues 
and  Stations,  its  lookout  surmounted  by  a  cross,  all  this  was  the  virgin  forest  in 
which  men  who  were  saints  and  martyrs  walked.  Do  we  ever  consider,  I  wonder, 
how  great  our  debt  to  the  early  missionaries  is?  Do  we  ever  attempt  to  put  our- 


The  statues,  the 
flower-decked  hillside 
of  the  Shrine 
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Three  little  Ojibway  children  smile  a  shy  welcome  to  Christian 
Island  from  the  safety  of  a  car 

selves  in  the  place  of  those  Franciscans,  Jesuits,  pious  laymen  and  devoted 
women  who  laid  the  foundations  of  a  nation  to  which  our  ancestors  could  come 
and  find  peace,  freedom  and  opportunity?  Can  we  possibly  imagine  the  horrors 
of  the  longhouses,  the  nauseous  diet,  the  natives'  savage  customs?  What  an 
object-lesson,  what  an  inspiration  all  this  is  for  young  missionaries  —  and  old 
ones  too.  What  an  example  of  the  lengths  and  heights  to  which  love  of  God  can 
carry  man. 


A  bit  of  a  swing  in  the  school  yard  and  a  visit  to  the  cairn  on  Christian  Island 
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On  the  way  home 
a  busy  novice 
does  a  cross-word 
puzzle 


Christian  Island  too  has  its  place  in  history,  a  tragic  place.  Known  as  St. 
Joseph's  Island  to  the  missionaries,  it  was  their  home  for  a  time  after  the  destruc- 
tion of  Fort  Ste-Marie.  It  became  a  Christian  island  while  the  missionaries  and 
their  Huron  converts  lived  on  it  and  Christian  Island  it  has  remained.  It  was  an 
island  besieged  by  hostile  tribes.  Famine,  disease  and  despair  were  rampant  until 
finally  the  Fathers  gathered  the  remnants  of  their  flock  together  and  journeyed 
the  long,  slow,  perilous  way  to  Quebec.  They  took  with  them  the  relics  of  St. 
Jean  de  Brebeuf  and  St.  Gabriel  Lalemant.  A  commemorative  cairn  on  Christian 
Island  reminds  us  that  here,  too,  walked  Giants  of  God. 


He  travels  fastest  who  has  a  knack  of  folding  up  a  road-map 
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Z 


Captain  Sam 
Jamieson  and  John 
Monague  smile 
goodbye  as  we  leave 
the  Government  boat 
at  Cedar  Point 


"...  today's  Martyrs'  Shrine  shares  with  old  Ste-Marie  a  sense  of  one  domi- 
nating presence  —  the  presence  of  a  spirit  whose  only  reason  for  existence  is  to 
draw  men  toward  God. 

"The  centre  of  life  at  Martyrs'  Shrine  is,  as  at  old  Ste-Marie,  the  Church  of  St. 
Joseph. 

"Pilgrims  come  from  the  four  points  of  the  compass  .  .  .  Brebeuf,  Jogues, 
Daniel,  Gamier,  Chabanel  and  Lalemant  live  at  Ste-Marie  again  and  preach  in 
the  recounting  of  their  stories  by  Jesuits  who  speak  of  them  as  they  once  spoke 
of  St.  Francis  Xavier  and  St.  Ignatius  at  the  same  place.  The  300-year-old  dream 
of  spiritual  conquest  of  a  continent  is  still  the  object  of  planning  and  praying  at 
Ste-Marie. 

"...  Where  Europe  once  provided  Canada  with  a  centre  of  Christian  peace 
and  hope,  Canada  now  comforts  Europe  with  the  same  prayers  at  another 
altar  .  .  . 

"Martyrs'  Shrine  is  not  a  historical  monument  to  Ste-Marie-Among-the-Hurons 
and  the  men  who  served  it. 

"It  is  Ste-Marie  —  a  place  where  you  can  come  to  pray  in  peace,  where  you 
can  talk  to  eight  canonized  saints  and  ask  their  advice  and  spiritual  aid.  It  is 
still  'the  temple  of  God  and  the  home  of  the  servants  of  Jesus  Christ.'  " 


— From  Saints  Lived  Here  by  J.  G.  shaw 


//  there  were  more  self-starters  the  boss  wouldn't  have  to  be  a  crank 
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A- shopping 
I  will  go 


Sister  Margaret  O'Reilly 


.  .  .  but  so  do  most  other  women.  They, 
as  I,  either  carry  or  wheel  their  groc- 
eries home  if  they  don't  have  a  car. 
But  my  shopping  is  a  bit  different.  If  I 
had  a  car,  which  I  haven't,  and  could 
drive  it,  which  I  can't,  it  would  be  of 
no  practical  use  in  my  present  situa- 
tion. Because  I  go  a-shopping  by  boat. 

The  sisters  from  Christian  Island 
come  to  Toronto  in  the  summer  but  the 
house  is  kept  open  by  Toronto  sisters 
who  go  to  Christian  Island.  It  may  be 
a  caretaker  sort  of  job  to  some  but,  to 
me,  it  is  a  real  holiday.  I  look  for- 
ward to  it  eagerly  and  have  been 
known  to  drop  a  few  broad  hints  to 
that  effect. 

Being  on  an  island  means  crossing 
four  miles  of  Georgian  Bay  to  shop.  At 
Cedar  Point,  on  the  mainland,  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Deschamps  have  a  general  store 
just  like  the  good,  old-fashioned  gen- 
eral stores  we  knew  years  ago.  Once 
each  week,  at  least,  when  I'm  on  Chris- 
tian Island,  I  trundle  the  shopping  cart 
and  myself  the  quarter-of-a-mile  to  the 


dock,  board  the  boat  and  head  for  the 
mainland  and  supplies.  There  is  a  stiff 
hill  to  climb  before  I  reach  the  store. 
If  my  shopping  is  heavy,  Mr.  Des- 
champs usually  loads  myself  and  my 
cart  into  the  car  and  drives  me  to  the 
dock.  At  the  dock  there  are  always 
friendly  hands  to  help  me  onto  the 
boat. 

Besides  the  friendly  hands  on  the 
boat  there  is  a  friendly  atmosphere.  Of- 
ten the  passengers  are  tourists  who  get 
quite  a  surprise  when  they  see  a  sister, 
to  say  nothing  of  her  cart.  There  is 
time  for  chatting,  as  we  cross  the  Bay, 
for  making  new  friends  to  whom  I  later 
show  the  church,  the  school  and  the 
memorial  cairn  indicating  the  site  to 
which  the  Jesuits  and  their  Huron 
Christians  moved  when  Fort  Ste-Marie 
was  destroyed  and  which  they  later 
left  for  the  comparative  safety  of  Que- 
bec. 

I  have  met  people  from  many  differ- 
ent places  on  these  shopping  trips  of 
mine.  And  I  love  people,  I  really  do. 


A  man  who  never  changes  his  opinions  never  corrects  his  mistakes 
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There  have  been  kindly  folk  from 
many  parts  of  the  States,  from  Eng- 
land, Ireland  and,  aye,  from  Scotland 
too,  not  to  mention  Canadians  in  as- 
sorted styles,  sizes  and  points  of  origin. 

The  weeks  pass  all  too  quickly  until 
the  day  when  it  is  my  suitcase  which  I 
carry  onto  the  boat.  I  miss  my  wee 
shopping  cart  as  I  cross  the  Bay  and  I 
know  I'll  miss  the  Island  too.  But  my 
heart  never  stays  heavy  for  long,  thank 


God.  If  we  never  said  goodbye  we 
would  never  have  the  joy  of  reunions. 
Before  I  am  properly  on  my  way  home 
to  Toronto  I  am  looking  forward  to  a 
return  visit  to  Christian  Island,  to 
pleasant  shopping-sprees  in  Des- 
champs'  well-stocked  store,  to  the  wee 
shopping-cart,  to  friendship,  laughter 
and  a  few  good  Scotch  jokes  shared 
with  the  kindly  folk  I  meet  when  I  go 
a-shopping. 
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O  God  of  mercy,  ever  have  you  willed 
That  men  should  all  be  saved  and  learn  the  truth. 
Send  workers  out  to  labour  in  your  fields 
And  let  them  speak  your  Word  with  confidence. 
Your  Gospel  then  will  spread  and  brightly  shine 
And  all  the  gentiles  come  to  know  you,  Lord, 
The  one  true  God,  and  Jesus  Christ  your  Son, 
Whom  you  have  sent,  who  ever  lives  and  reigns 
With  you  and  with  the  Holy  Spirit,  God. 
For  all  eternity. 

Amen. 

from 

YOUR  MASS  IN  RHYTHMED  READING 


For  information  write: 
Reverend  Sister  General 
Sisters  of  Service 
2  Wellesley  Place 
Toronto  5,  Canada 
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Christian  Island 


Christian 
Island 
Holiday 


Sister  E.  Zink 


The  bus  inched  along  through  the  slug- 
gish stream  of  weekend  traffic.  We 
were  travelling  very  slowly,  but  —  we 
were  travelling,  Sister  Coughlin  and  I, 
toward  Christian  Island.  Eventually, 
we  were  bound  to  arrive  in  Penetang. 

We  did  arrive  —  late.  First,  we  had 
lunch  but  "we  haven't  time  for  much" 
warned  Sister  C.  with  a  meaningful 
look  at  my  unsylph-like  form.  I  ig- 
nored the  look  but  not  the  warning.  I 
was  as  anxious  to  get  the  4  o'clock 
boat  from  Cedar  Point  as  she  was. 
When  we  were  temporarily  fortified  we 
charged  off  in  separate  directions  to 
get  supplies.  Together  again,  we  bun- 
dled ourselves  and  our  belongings  into 
a  taxi  and  headed  for  Cedar  Point. 

At  Cedar  Point  I  metaphorically 
shook  hands  with  work  and  all  its  co- 
horts. I  resisted  the  temptation  to  wave 
impolitely  at  them  as  the  boat  slipped 
gently  away  from  the  dock  and  pointed 
toward  Christian  Island.  Then  I  forgot 
them  as  I  watched  the  green  crescent 
on  the  blue  of  Georgian  Bay.  Christian 
Island  for  two  whole  weeks!  I  shook 


myself  a  little,  gave  myself  a  very  small 
pinch  —  and  it  was  still  true.  I  was  on 
vacation. 

It  was  a  simple  matter  to  get  one  of 
the  jalopies  which  abound  on  the 
island  to  transport  us  to  the  house. 
Getting  into  the  house  was  not  quite  so 
simple.  We  had  a  key  to  one  of  the 
two  doors.  But  the  door  to  which  we 
had  the  key  was  separated  from  us  by 
a  sturdy  screen  door  locked  on  the  in- 
side. 

Sister  Coughlin  is  a  resourceful  soul. 
She  has  developed  this  resourcefulness 
during  years  of  living  with  herself.  She 
carried  a  good,  sharp  pocket-knife 
and,  wonderful  to  relate,  it  is  one  thing 
which  she  never  seems  to  forget. 

You  have  probably  guessed  that  we 
cut  our  way  through  the  screen.  It  was 
the  first  but  not  the  last  time.  That 
little  pocket-knife  proved  to  be  a  real 
friend.  One  evening  we  came  back 
from  swimming  to  find  that  we  had  no 
key  at  all.  A  repeat  performance  of  the 
knife  versus  screen  episode  was  re- 
quired. A  screened  basement  window 


Absence  makes  the  heart  grow  fonder  but  presents  bring  better  results 
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was  open  but  it  was  small  and  had  a 
fairly  long  drop  to  the  floor.  Fortun- 
ately the  ladder  was  outdoors.  Surrep- 
titiously, so  as  not  to  give  any  nearby 
children  ideas,  we  slit,  unhooked  and 
removed  the  screen,  slid  the  ladder 
through  the  window  and  slid  Sister 
after  it.  Unsylph-like  forms  do  have 
compensations,  I  found.  The  same 
thing  happened  a  third  time  and  anoth- 
er good  screen  went  bad;  it  was  the 
day  I  returned  to  Toronto.  Sister  drove 
me  to  the  dock  and  returned  to  the 
house — without  a  key.  I  was  not  there 
but  I  can  imagine  the  performance. 

Our  lapses  of  memory  were  occa- 
sional rather  than  constant.  But  they 
were  sometimes  frustrating.  I  had  set 
my  heart  on  a  picture  to  be  taken  be- 
side the  old  lighthouse  at  the  far  end  of 
the  island,  six  miles  away  over  a  nar- 


"I  have  come  to  the  quiet  place 
.  .  .  Lift  of  air  over  the  lake, 
Leaf  on  leaf  pushed  to  falling  .  .  .  " 


row  dirt  road.  So  we  borrowed  the  car 
from  our  good  friend  and  neighbour, 
Mr.  Rawlings,  and  bumped  our  way 
along  the  road  to  the  lighthouse.  Ev- 
erything went  as  planned,  even  the 
weather  was  perfect,  but  neither  of  us 
had  remembered  the  camera.  A  mere 
detail,  of  course. 

On  one  extremely  warm  day  we 
went  to  Penetang.  Sister  took  a  winter 
coat  to  be  cleaned.  We  promised  each 
other  solemnly  that  we  would  not  for- 
get it  but  it  was  not  a  comfortable 
thing  to  carry  in  the  heat.  So,  with 
mutual  admonishings,  we  put  it  on  a 
bench.  We  were  half-way  up  the  hill  at 
Cedar  Point  when  a  fellow-passenger 
on  the  boat  caught  up  with  us  and  said 
mischievously,  "Sister,  do  you  want 
your  coat?" 

Too  quickly  the  two  weeks  passed. 
How  easily  I  could  say  of  them, 

"1  have  come  to  the  quiet  place. 
Dawn's  slow  fire  washing  over  skies. 
Warm  winds  circling, 
Lift  of  air  over  the  lake, 
Leaf  on  leaf  pushed  to  falling 
And  suddenly  thy  image  everywhere, 
In  the  one  tide  less  time  of  peace." 

One  tideless  time  of  peace  —  how  well 
those  words  describe  my  vacation.  I 


Success  is  only  a  matter  of  luck.  Ask  any  failure 
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had,  indeed,  come  to  the  quiet  place 
where  there  was  time  to  see,  to  hear, 
to  gather  mosaics  for  remembrance. 

I  have  the  mosaics,  I  need  only 
pause  a  moment  to  recall  them  from 
memory's  halls,  to  recapture  the 
sounds  and  the  silences  of  the  quiet 
place.  The  intimacy  and  peace  of  the 
tiny  chapel's  "blessed  coolness  in  the 
heat";  the  black  and  orange  of  butter- 
fly wings  floating  gently,  sadly  on  the 
surface  of  the  Bay;  the  golden  yellow 
of  a  fungus  clinging  to  a  rocky  patch 
in  an  all-green  field;  the  glint  of  quartz 
in  the  vari-coloured  stones  along  the 
beach;  the  whistling  of  a  quail  as  it 
flirted  outrageously  around  a  disdain- 
ful gull;  the  soft,  soft  sighing  of  the 
trees  while  their  shadows  pirouetted  on 
the  grass;  the  lonely  moan  of  waves 
breaking  against  the  shore;  the  little 


children  of  a  family  who  live  near. 
Each  day  and  several  times  a  day  they 
trotted  down  the  road,  all  nine  or  ten 
of  them.  The  biggest  first,  and  he  was 
really  small,  down  to  the  smallest,  so 
tiny  that  his  legs  could  barely  trot;  they 
were  quite  beautiful,  with  their  soft 
brown  eyes  in  small  brown  faces;  the 
barbecued  suppers  and  the  long  even- 
ings with  the  sun  setting  behind  us  and 
its  last  rays  dancing  on  the  Bay  before 
us.  All  these  mosaics  I  may  cherish,  all 
floodlit  by 

"  .  .  .  the  sun  himself!  —  on  wings 
of  glory  .  .  .  " 

What  more  could  one  ask  of  a  holi- 
day than  the  fun  of  forgetting  and  the 
joy  of  remembering  and  all  the  small 
nuances  in-between  which  filled  the 
two  delightful  weeks  of  my  Christian 
Island  holiday. 


WHY  MISSIONS? 

"  .  .  .  The  Church  is  central,  fundamental  in  God's  plan  for  redemption  and 
salvation.  Its  establishment  in  countries  where  it  is  not  yet  established  is  basic. 

"...  this  idea  of  establishing  the  Church  shows  clearly  the  relationship  of  all 
subsidiary  mission  activities:  medical  missions,  education,  social  and  economic 
projects.  Illiterate  and  unhealthy  people  can  sometimes  be  saved  but  to  build  up 
a  Church  you  need  people  who  are  healthy,  educated  and  who  enjoy  some  eco- 
nomic security.  Only  after  living  standards  have  been  raised  above  the  level  of 
mere  survival  can  you  expect  the  people  to  produce  a  native  clergy  and  leaders 
in  every  sphere  of  human  activity  who  will  eventually  Christianize  the  entire  en- 
vironment. It  is  not  our  intention  simply  to  prepare  neophytes  for  the  last  judg- 
ment; we  hope  to  prepare  members  of  the  Church  to  live  and  labour  in  this 
world  because  it  is  precisely  within  the  context  of  this  world  that  they  must  work 
out  their  salvation. 

"The  purpose  of  missions  then  is  not  restricted  exclusively  to  things  spiritual 
and  religious  such  as  baptizing  and  preaching;  the  purpose  of  missions  is  not 
limited  merely  to  the  salvation  of  souls.  Mission  work  includes  every  activity 
necessary  to  put  the  Church  on  a  firm,  lasting  foundation." 

FATHER  RONAN  M.  HOFFMAN,  O.F.M.CONV. 

The  best  proof  of  the  existence  of  God  is  the  state  of  the  world  that  has  discarded  Him 
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Sister  Irene  Faye 

Sister  Irene  Faye  died  in  Edmonton  on 
August  21,  1963.  Born  in  Toronto,  Sister 


Faye  entered  the  SOS  Novitiate  in  Janu- 
ary 1932.  Twenty-seven  of  her  thirty 
years  as  a  professed  religious  were  spent 
in  Western  Canada.  She  was  stationed  in 
all  four  Western  Provinces  and  taught  in 
Manitoba,  Saskatchewan  and  Alberta. 
Sister  was  Principal  of  Rosary  Separate 
School  in  Manning,  Alberta  when  she  was 
forced,  by  illness,  to  resign. 

Sister  Faye  was  an  exemplary  religious 
and  an  excellent  teacher.  She  was  gifted 


with  a  rare  radiance  born  of  childlike 
candour,  charming  simplicity  and  an  unfeigned  interest  in  other 
people.  Her  radiance  diffused  itself  in  warming,  joy-giving  rays.  It 
was  most  obviously  manifested  in  her  ready  and  singularly  beauti- 
ful smile. 

Sister  had  chosen  the  Little  Flower  as  her  personal  patroness. 
Never  was  a  choice  more  apt.  God's  Will  was  her  whole  life  and, 
like  Therese,  "to  her  dying  day  she  sang  His  songs,  however  poor 
and  inadequate  those  songs  might  be." 

After  years  of  teaching  Sister  Faye  was  sent  back  to  university 
to  get  her  degree.  Armed  with  a  B.A.  from  St.  Michael's  College, 
University  of  Toronto,  she  proceeded  to  a  B.Ed,  from  the  Univer- 
sity of  Alberta.  On  her  way  back  north  from  the  Fall  Convocation 
in  Calgary,  she  learned  that  the  cancer,  which  had  been  presumed 
arrested,  was  advanced  and  incurable.  She  quipped,  "Well,  that's 
the  last  graduation  until  Heaven."  Her  joy,  her  gaiety,  her  serenity, 
her  unaffected  submission  in  the  face  of  suffering  and  death  was  a 
cause  of  wonder,  not  only  to  doctors,  nurses  and  lay  people,  but 
to  us,  her  privileged  sisters.  Her  sufferings  increased,  her  strength 
waned  but  her  joyful  acceptance  and  her  eagerness  to  go  "Home" 
increased.  One  can  hardly  doubt  that  when  the  end  came  she  had 
no  great  distance  to  go. 

To  Sister  Faye's  sisters  and  brothers  we  offer  our  sympathy  but 
also  our  congratulations.  They  and  we  have  reason  to  be  proud 
and  to  smile  joyfully,  though  through  the  mist  of  tears. 

May  her  dear  soul  rest  in  peace. 
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Desiring 
to  Consecrate 
My  Life 


Sister  E.  Knapik 


There  are  certain  phases  of  life  that 
have  a  way  of  turning  even  the  most 
prosaic  of  us  into  poets  and  philoso- 
phers; periods  or  events  that  seem  to 
stand  us  up  on  tip-toe  and  allow  us  to 
glance  for  a  moment  into  a  depth  of 
reality  that  we  had  not  previously 
known.  The  approach  of  final  vows  is 
such  a  time.  But  how  does  one  begin 
to  philosophize  about  something  as 
mysterious  and  inexplicable  as  a  relig- 
ious vocation?  Perhaps  it  is  futile  to 
try  but  perhaps  it  is  just  as  futile  to  try 
not  to  try.  Eight  years  is  a  long  time 
when  we  are  looking  into  the  future 
but  how  quickly  eight  years  of  mem- 
ories come  tumbling  back  into  our 
minds!  Joys,  sorrows,  disappointments 
and  expectations-fulfilled  flow  in  so 
quickly  that  they  seem  to  mingle  into 
the  one  satisfying  feeling  of  living  a 
life  full  of  purpose  and  meaning. 

When  or  how  do  we  receive  the 
grace  of  a  religious  vocation?  Possibly 
through  parents  who  lovingly  sacrifice 
their  lives  for  their  families,  having 
long  since  learned  that  it  is  in  giving 
that  we  receive.  Our  first  recollections 
of  becoming  a  nun  go  back  to  a  period 
of  "will  we  .  .  .  won't  we"  undergone 


before  the  entrance  date.  It  seemed 
then  that  we  were  considering  the 
whole  question  of  a  religious  vocation 
from  an  intellectual  but  practical  view- 
point, carefully  weighing  the  pros  and 
cons  with  the  sound  advice  of  a  direct- 
or. It  is  quite  breath-taking  now  to 
consider  how  closely  we  were  com- 
muning with  the  Holy  Spirit,  finally  be- 
ing granted  the  strength  to  say  goodbye 
to  Moms  and  Dads  who  had  lost  sight 
of  the  reality  of  God  drawing  a  soul 
to  Himself  in  the  face  of  a  parting  that 
seemed  so  final.  We  know  now  how  il- 
lusory the  finality  of  the  separation 
really  was.  It  is  true  that  we  are  phy- 
sically separated  but  the  bond  of  love 
and  gratitude  is  not  bound  by  space  or 
time. 

When  we  think  of  our  first  impres- 
sions of  religious  life  many  things 
come  to  mind.  The  most  outstanding 
may  be  our  simultaneous  relief  and 
disappointment  on  discovering  that 
sisters  are  quite  ordinary  women.  In- 
side a  convent  we  also  found  quite  or- 
dinary jobs:  meals  to  be  cooked, 
clothes  to  be  washed,  floors  to  be  pol- 
ished, and  classes  to  be  attended.  Sanc- 
tity seemed  to  take  a  sudden  nose-dive. 


Nothing  ever  happens  in  a  small  town,  but  what  you  hear  makes  up  for  it 
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Although  we  may  not  admit  it,  we 
probably  had  a  semi-conscious  hope 
that  somehow  the  less  desirable  aspects 
of  human  nature  would  be  left  at  home 
with  other  belongings  symbolic  of  the 
life  we  were  leaving.  Doing  ordinary 
tasks  well  was  the  layman's  path  to 
holiness,  but  surely  not  ours!  There 
must  be  an  easier  ready-to-use  kind  of 
sanctity  that  could  be  acquired  quickly 
and  simply  by  following  the  instruc- 
tions on  the  package.  Then  more  time 
could  be  given  to  more  important 
work.  After  all,  weren't  religious  spec- 
ialists in  their  field?  The  world  could 
not  wait  forever  for  our  mammoth 
contribution  to  its  salvation.  (Accom- 
panying this  line  of  reasoning  was  a 
lively  curiosity  about  the  World  Series 
and  a  fear  that  the  Yankees  would 
never  win  if  we  weren't  listening.) 

Throughout  our  initial  stock-taking 
of  religious  life  we  were  trying  to  blot 
out  the  growing  conviction  that  per- 
haps there  was  more  to  it  than  we 
wanted  to  see.  Entering  was  supposed- 
ly due  to  our  own  initiative;  to  hand 
over  the  reins  completely  to  God  now 
was  frightening.  It  was  also  becoming 
clear  that  these  ordinary  women  pos- 
sessed an  extraordinary  love;  the  love 
that  we  had  experienced  in  our  par- 
ents only  here  it  was  not  love  of  their 
own  flesh  and  blood  primarily,  but 
love  of  all  humanity. 

Slowly  life  took  on  a  new  unity. 
Life  inside  or  out  of  a  convent  was  es- 
sentially the  same,  the  difference  being 
that  God  had  asked  us  to  seek  Him 
directly,  relying  solely  on  Him  without 
the  extensive  support  of  His  creatures. 
Through  our  more  limited  use  of  His 
creation  we  became  more  closely  unit- 
ed to  it  by  becoming  a  part  of  the 
wider  sphere  of  reality  that  God  uses 
to  draw  men  to  Himself.  The  ordinary 


women  became  quite  extraordinary  as 
we  began  to  understand  the  life  of  pov- 
erty, chastity,  obedience  and  charity 
that  they  were  living.  As  time  went  on 
we  shed  the  stereotyped  image  of  a 
nun  that  we  had  intended  to  form  our- 
selves into  and  saw  for  ourselves  and 
all  our  sisters  a  freely-willed  consecra- 
tion to  God.  A  consecration  that  meant 
something  a  little  different  to  each  of 
us  and  a  consecration  that  could  be 
brought  to  fruition  by  only  two  per- 
sons, ourselves  and  the  Holy  Spirit.  We 
were  all  Sisters  of  Service  but  all  so 
delightfully  individual. 

Perhaps  our  individuality  is  one  of 
the  most  rewarding  natural  aspects  of 
life  lived  in  a  community.  We  learn  to 
know  our  sisters  in  our  common  pur- 
suits, their  virtues  and  strengths,  their 
faults  and  weaknesses.  We  know  so 
many  images  of  people  by  radio  and 
TV  that  we  forget  how  tremendous  it 
is  to  know  real  people  and  share  all 
that  we  have  in  the  way  of  culture,  in- 
terests, tastes,  talents  in  the  search  for 
a  deeper  love  of  God.  This  joy  of 
knowing  people  is  possible  only  if  we 
do  our  part;  such  knowledge  must  be 
a  two  way  process.  We  began  cautious- 
ly at  first,  afraid  that  what  we  gave 
into  the  bargain  would  be  lost  to  us 
and  it  was  only  later  that  we  learned 
to  drop  our  defenses,  for  not  only  did 
we  maintain  our  integrity  but  gained 
the  fulfillment  that  only  meaningful  re- 
lationships can  give.  Almost  as  a  by- 
product we  learned  to  take  ourselves 
less  seriously  and  laugh  at  our  own 
quirks  and  idiosyncrasies  as  readily  as 
we  picked  them  up  in  others. 

Eight  years  is  scarcely  enough  time 
to  begin  to  appreciate  the  vocation  that 
is  ours.  Entering  a  convent  represented 
various  things  to  us  but  we  seldom  re- 
flected upon  the  true  nature  of  the 


To  be  born  a  gentleman  is  an  accident.  To  die  one  is  an  achievement 
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tools  with  which  we  were  to  effect  our 
sanctification,  namely  ourselves.  Un- 
derstanding human  nature  did  not 
seem  necessary  because  we  thought  we 
were  rising  above  it.  It  soon  became 
evident  that  a  sympathetic  understand- 
ing of  our  human  nature  —  our  own 
individual  human  nature  —  as  well  as 
the  human  nature  of  our  sisters  — 
was  essential.  Our  humanity  with  its 
many  wants  and  demands  seemed 
overwhelming  at  first,  and  a  very  inept 
item  to  consecrate  to  a  Divine  Lover. 
But  here  too  our  vision  has  been 
cleared.  Our  weakness,  once  accepted 
and  recognized  as  part  of  our  fallen 
nature,  became  a  positive  factor  in  our 
lives.  We  began  to  rely  upon  God  for 


strength,  not  in  spite  of  but  because  of 
our  weakness.  He  really  wanted  us  to 
be  His  very  own  and,  knowing  so  well 
our  own  peculiar  capabilities,  He  ex- 
pected no  more  than  we  could  give  and 
He  gave  in  return  far  more  than  we 
dared  expect. 

If  life  is  like  a  book,  the  making  of 
perpetual  vows  is  one  of  the  more  im- 
portant chapters  in  it.  We,  of  course, 
are  only  the  pen  in  the  hand  of  the 
Divine  Author,  but  on  the  day  of  our 
final  vows  we  resolve  to  give  the  pen 
completely  to  Him.  Then  the  chapters 
will  develop  smoothly  according  to  His 
Eternal  Plan  until  we  come  to  the  fa- 
miliar "and  they  lived  happily  ever 
after." 


ECUMENICAL  LITANY 

For  the  many  times  we  have  looked  at  the  specks  in  the  eyes  of  our  non-Catholic 
brothers  and  sisters,  rather  than  at  their  sincere  faith  and  perseverance  and 
good  will,  Lord  forgive  us. 

For  our  sarcasm,  narrow-mindedness,  and  exaggerations  in  controversy,  and 
our  hardness  and  severe  judgments  in  their  regard,  Lord  forgive  us. 

For  the  bad  example  that  we  give  in  our  lives  —  thereby  discouraging,  lessen- 
ing or  even  destroying  the  effect  of  Thy  grace  in  souls,  Lord  forgive  us. 

For  our  forgetfulness  to  pray  for  them  often,  warmly,  and  with  brotherly  love, 
Lord  forgive  us. 

In  spite  of  differences  of  language,  colour  and  nationality,  Jesus  make  us  one. 

In  spite  of  all  spiritual  and  intellectual  barriers,  Jesus  make  us  one. 

O  God,  for  thine  own  glory,  bring  together  us  separated  Christians. 

O  God,  for  the  triumph  of  goodness  and  truth,  bring  together  us  separated 

Christians. 

O  God,  that  there  may  be  one  sheepfold  for  the  one  Shepherd,  bring  together 
us  separated  Christians. 

O  God,  that  peace  may  reign  in  the  world,  bring  together  us  separated  Chris- 
tians. 

O  God,  to  fill  the  heart  of  Thy  Son  with  joy,  bring  together  us  separated 

Christians. 

Composed  in  Antioch  of  Syria 

Reprinted  from  the  voice  of  mount  st.  macrina 

Home:  The  little-used  building  that  stands  near  the  garage 
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Vacation 
School 
Interludes 


*'As  free  and  blithe, 
as  if  on  earth 

were  no  such  thing  as  woe" 


Religious  vacation  school,  whether  a 
week,  ten  days  or  two  weeks,  is  a 
period  of  concentrated  effort.  There  is 
so  much  to  catch  up  on  with  children 
who,  as  a  rule,  lack  regular  religious 
instruction,  contact  with  the  Church 


In  Alberta  Sister  McPhee  takes  time  to  talk  to  a  man  about  his  tractor 


Where  there  is  room  in  the  heart  there  is  always  room  in  the  house 
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and  familiarity  with  the  little  every-day 
things  of  Catholic  living  which  are  so 
much  a  part  of  most  of  us. 

Religious  vacation  schools  mean 
concentrated  effort  in  teaching;  they 
mean  being  available  always  to  all 


Sister  Harding's  pupils  in  North  Dakota  and  Sister  McNally's  in  Ontario  have 
similar  tastes  in  exercise  Sister  Harding  might  be  tempted  to  join  them  but  not 
Sister  McNally 


needs.  They  mean  giving  everything  the  sister-catechist  has  and  giving  it  com- 
pletely. 

Religious  vacation  schools  are  hard  work  but,  like  most  things,  they  have  their 
compensations;  the  children,  grateful  parents  and  many  pleasant  interludes  both 
in  and  out  of  school.  We  bring  you  pictures  of  these  interludes,  pictures  taken 
from  coast  to  coast  in  Canada  as  well  as  in  North  Dakota. 


A  fishing  village  in 
Nova  Scotia  is  a 
long  way  from  the 
B.C.  mountains  and 
the  North  Dakota 
plains.  Sister  Bertha 
Jackson  watches  the 
sorting  of  the 
catch  hoping  for  a 
share  in  this 
"harvest" 


The  pictures  of  these  few  pleasant  interludes  in  religious  vacation  schools 
give  some  indication  of  the  accessibility  of  the  religious  catechist  to  the  people 
among  whom  she  works.  To  be  a  Sister  of  Service  is  to  be  available  whenever 
and  wherever  there  are  souls  in  need  of  loving  and  compassionate  help. 

It  looks  like  a  picnic  in  Northern  Ontario  with  Sister  Coughlin  distributing  servi- 
ettes. The  food  will  follow,  no  doubt.  One  suspects  that  Sister  Hudon  has  at 
least  half  an  eye  on  her  young  charges  as  they  kneel  in  a  small  church  in 
rural  Manitoba 


Financial  statistics  prove  that  the  best  time  to  buy  anything  is  a  year  ago 
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Dear  S  'S^er. 

FROM  RELIGIOUS  CORRESPONDENCE  SCHOOLS  IN  REGINA,  EDMONTON  AND  FARGO,  NORTH  DAKOTA 


Could  you  please  send  me  a  book  of 
Jesus  and  I  I  had  one  but  it  burned  cause 
our  house  burned  down  we  lost  all  our  stuff 
from  Diane 

I  have  a  little  sister.  She  is  just  6  years 
old.  When  we  always  get  ours  she  crys  be- 
cause she  wants  some  to.  So  could  you 
please  send  her  caticism  too.  Her  name  is 
Gloria.  Wayne 

I  have  lost  the  last  lessons  will  you  please 
send  another  one  I  have  been  looking  ever 
since  I  got  into  the  small  house  yours  sin- 
cerely, Carol 

I  made  my  First  Confession  on  Saturday. 
Father  said  he  liked  the  way  I  spoke  nice 
and  low.  I  made  my  First  Communion  and 
had  Confirmation  on  Sunday.  I  am  so  hap- 
py. Gramma  came  over  from  Victoria  to 
see  me.  Thank  you  for  teaching  me.  Love, 

Marilyn 


We  were  to  Edmonton  in  the  last  two 
weeks  or  so  and  were  going  to  take  the  les- 
sons to  you  in  person.  But  we  didn't  get  to 
bring  them  to  you.  It  was  about  5.00  when 
we  got  to  your  place  we  also  saw  where  you 
live.  Maureen  and  I  were  with  Mommy  and 
Daddy  when  we  went.  The  rest  of  the  child- 
ren were  with  our  anuty  and  uncle  in  Hay 
Lakes.  I  was  very  excited  when  Daddy  told 
us  we  could  see  you  and  the  other  sisters. 
As  you  know  I  had  my  first  Holy  Commun- 
ion. I  am  going  to  be  confirmed  next  fall. 

Sorry  for  keeping  my  lesson  so  long.  I 
had  the  measles  sure  was  sick  I  just  did  not 
feel  like  doing  anything  my  eyes  were  sore 
too.  Sisters  have  you  music  sheets  that  you 
can  send  for  me.  Such  that  are  played  and 
song  in  church.  Hymns  —  O  Salutaris  Hos- 
tia,  Tantum  Ergo,  Oh  Lord  I  am  not  Worth 
Thee  And  Others.  For  I  have  a  little  Organ 
and  I  joined  the  Church  Choir.  I  will  gladly 
pay  for  them.  Thank  you.  Walter 


Prayer  should  never  be  taken  out  of  the  schools  — 
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Our  neighbour  across  the  road  from  us 
has  four  horses,  a  mare,  gelting  and  a  colt 
and  one  yearling.  I  mostly  ride  the  mare. 
The  gelting  is  very  easy  to  ride.  The  year- 
ling is  not  trained  to  ride  yet.  The  colt  is 
airways  playing  with  Nipper  our  dog.  I  have 
a  book  about  "'Horses"  and  has  got  many 
kinds  of  horses  but  not  all  kinds.  If  I  was 
to  choose  one  horse  out  of  all  the  book  I 
would  chose  the  Palomino.  Our  neighbour 
has  three  Palominos.  Maureen  and  I  belong 
to  a  public  library  and  I  mostly  get  horse 
stories.  I  sure  do  hope  we  can  come  to  see 
you  sometime.  Write  soon  and  tell  me  about 
yourself.  Yours  truly,  Cheryl 

My  little  sister  Sandra  is  6  and  started 
school  this  year.  Can  she  have  sume  to  do 
or  is  she  too  little?  Laurie 

We  were  very  glad  to  get  our  lessons  and 
am  looking  forward  in  getting  them.  Bobby 
is  finding  very  easy  know  since  he  started 
school  and  sure  enjoys  doing  them.  He 
knows  "Our  Father"  perfectly  and  catches 
on  to  everything  real  easy. 

I  will  be  able  to  finish  my  lessons  be- 
cause I  am  not  going  to  a  Catholic  school 
this  year.  The  bus  goes  Wi  miles  from  our 
home  and  it  saves  a  lot  of  money  for  my 
parents  instead  of  staying  in  town.  I  really 
like  going  to  the  Sisters  in  town  the  Sisters 
were  so  kind  but  it  saves  a  lot  of  money 
this  way.  God  bless  all  the  Sisters.  Sincerely, 

Marjorie 

Our  baby's  name  is  Moureen  Mary.  She 
was  8  pounds  when  she  was  born.  She  is 
sure  growing  fast.  I  don't  know  how  much 
she  weighs  now.  Thank  you  for  the  medal 
you  gave  her.  Mama  pinned  it  on  her  little 
under  shirt.  Joanna  has  the  chicken  pocks.  I 
didn't  get  any  lessons  last  time.  Good  by 
Sister  from  Elizabeth 

Thanks  very  much  for  the  crucifix.  It  is 
very  nice  and  I  really  like  it.  And  thanks 
also  for  the  congratulations  and  the  very 
much  patience  that  you  have  shown  during 
my  course  as  I  was  rather  slow  at  times  do- 
ing my  lessons.  I  am  enclosing  three  dol- 
lars to  assist  you  in  your  work  as  it  is  very 
necessary  in  places  where  there  are  only  a 
few  Catholics  and  often  is  the  only  religious 
instruction  available.  Thanks  also  for  all 
your  efforts  and  sacrifices  in  our  behalf.  Sin- 
cerely yours  in  Christ,  Thomas 

that's  the  only  way  some  of  us  got  through 


Just  a  few  lines  as  I  have  a  question  to 
ask.  I  was  wondering  about  the  summer 
school  teaching.  You  see,  down  here  we've 
had  girls  come  to  teach  us  catechism  for  a 
week  in  the  summer,  as  you  already  know. 
I  would  like  to  be  able  to  teach  catechism 
to  the  children  in  the  summer,  but  perhaps 
it's  not  suitable  for  me  as  I  don't  attend  a 
Catholic  school  and  can't  learn  the  instruc- 
tions of  how  to  go  about  teaching  this 
worthwhile  important  service.  If  you  could 
just  enlighten  me  as  to  what  you  need  to 
do  this,  I'd  be  very  happy.  I  have  been  in- 
terested in  teaching  ever  since  my  child- 
hood, as  you  already  know.  Love, 

Student  Patricia 

Thank  you  very  much  for  the  folder  you 
have  sent  me.  Well,  I  am  sure  having  a  lot 
of  homework  these  days.  The  lessons  I  must 
say  I  sure  like  doing  them.  I  never  had  time 
to  write  last  time  but  this  weekend  I  have 
no  homework. 

I  would  sure  like  to  be  a  sister  as  you  are. 
My  granfather  and  my  great  granfather  are 
in  the  Hospital  at  X.  They  say  the  Sisters 
are  very  nice. 

We  are  learning  how  to  play  basketball  in 
the  gymn  sure  is  a  lot  of  fun.  Well  the  bus 
will  be  coming  in  the  morning.  We  ride  34 
miles  every  day  on  the  bus  to  where  we  go 
to  school.  Well  I  must  close.  God  bless  you. 

Irene 

As  you  see,  Ronny's  lesson  is  not  an- 
swered. He  is  going  to  St.  Peter's  College 
at  Muenster  this  year  to  take  his  Grade  X. 
We  are  so  thankful  that  we  are  able  to 
send  him  there.  Once  again  we  wish  to 
thank  you  for  the  help  your  lessons  have 
been  to  us  and  to  our  children.  We  feel  we 
owe  you  much  gratitude  because  your  les- 
sons have  greatly  helped  Ronny  through  the 
years;  they  have  certainly  helped  us  by  mak- 
ing it  much  easier  to  teach  him  his  cate- 
chism. Our  pastor  felt  that  Ronny  should 
go  to  St.  Peter's  because  of  his  desire  to  be- 
come a  priest.  It  would  be  our  greatest 
blessing  and  joy  if  this  could  come  true 
some  day.  Will  you  please  remember  him  in 
your  prayers.  I'm  sure  he'll  remember  you 
as  we  do.  We  still  have  three  taking  your 
lessons  and  we  would  like  Linda  to  start 
also.  She  is  7  years,  in  Grade  2  and  has 
made  her  First  Communion.  Thanking  you 
kindly,  we  hope  all  is  well  with  you.  Sin- 
cerely, Mrs.  J.W. 
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SOS-o-gram 


from  here  and  there 


q  MANNING:  His  Excellency  Most 
Reverend  H.  Routhier,  o.m.l,  recently 
officiated  at  the  solemn  blessing  of  the 
new  St.  James  Church  here.  A  remark- 
able feature  of  the  fully  liturgical  cere- 
mony was  the  active  participation  of 
the  faithful.  Right  Reverend  Reginald 
J.  Pierce,  b.a.,  b.d.,  d.d.,  Anglican 
Bishop  of  Athabasca,  was  present  in 
the  sanctuary  attended  by  Reverend 
John  Watchel,  o.m.i. 

Fourth  Degree  Knights  of  Colum- 
bus, Boy  Scouts,  Girl  Guides,  Cubs 
and  Brownies  added  colour  to  a  very 
festive  occasion.  The  CWL  catered 
lunch  to  an  unusually  large  crowd  in 
the  Agricultural  Hall. 

We  congratulate  Reverend  Father 
J.  P.  Hermann,  o.m.i.,  our  zealous 
pastor  who,  in  only  five  years,  has  giv- 
en Manning  a  new  church  and  the  sis- 
ters a  new  convent. 

<I  EDMONTON:  Organized  activities 
for  1962-63  were  brought  to  a  close  at 


the  Residential  Club  by  a  "Lang  Syne 
Night"  dinner.  Friendship  chains  in 
blue  and  gold  decorated  the  room  and 
pointed  up  the  theme  of  the  evening. 

Outstanding  Project  Awards  were 
made  to  the  three  girls  who  had  cata- 
logued, card-indexed  and  covered  the 
books  in  the  Club  library.  Souvenirs 
were  given  to  the  members  of  the  Apo- 
stolic Group  who  had  met  for  discus- 
sion one  night  a  week  and  had  visited 
the  Indian  and  Eskimo  children  at  the 
Charles  Camsell  Hospital  weekly. 
Kathleen  Fegan  was  chosen  by  the 
girls  themselves  as  winner  of  the  "Our 
Choice"  award. 


<I  EDSON:  When  Bernie  "Boom 
Boom"  Geofrion  of  the  Montreal  Ca- 
nadiens  came  to  Edson  as  special  guest 
at  a  sports  rally,  he  took  time  to  visit 
the  hospital.  Hockey  fans  of  all  ages 
were  very  wide  awake  indeed  for  the 
visit  which  they  enjoyed  but  which 


There  is  nothing  like  a  horseback  ride  to  make  you  feel  better  off 
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Sister  Corke  with  some  of  the  Edmonton  Club 
girls  at  Lang  Syne  Dinner 


transported  the  younger  patients  right 
to  the  top  of  cloud  nine. 

TORONTO:  One  of  the  summer 
highlights  in  Toronto  was  a  day-long 
trip  to  Lake  Rosseau  in  Muskoka.  The 
Toronto  SOS  with  three  Sisters  of  Pro- 
vidence and  five  Sisters  of  St.  Martha 
were  guests  of  the  Redemptorist  Fath- 
ers who  had  chartered  a  bus  for  the 
trip  to  the  new  summer  camp  for  Re- 
demptorist scholastics.  Our  good  friend 
Father  Lock  wood  was  the  genial  host; 
Father  Callaghan  from  Brockville  and 
Brother  Gerard  were  his  equally  genial 
lieutenants.  It  was  a  day  of  song  and 
laughter,  of  boat  rides  in  an  outboard 
captained  by  Father  Callaghan  and  in 
rowboats  piloted  by  sisters;  a  day  of 


swimming  and  of  hearty  outdoor 
meals.  The  hamburgers  which  Sister 
General  cooked  for  supper  were  tops 
in  hamburgers.  The  little  world  through 
which  we  passed  was  filled  with  the 
music  of  happy  songs.  At  one  point  a 
heavenly-minded  sister  said  she  loved 
"In  Paradisum."  The  group  obliged. 
"We  might  as  well  go  all  the  way," 
said  Father  Callaghan  as  he  intoned 
the  "Dies  Irae."  "What's  next  on  the 
hit  parade?"  queried  Brother  Gerard 
as  the  Dies  Irae  died  away.  The  Re- 
demptorist Rosary  was  sung  with 
more  than  ordinary  fervour  at  the  end 
of  that  perfect  day.  It  was  a  prayer  to 
our  Mother  of  Perpetual  Help  for  her 
Redemptorist  sons  who  are  such 
staunch  friends  to  her  SOS  daughters. 


To  avoid  trouble  and  insure  safety,  breathe  through  your  nose.  It  keeps  the  mouth  shut 
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Book  Review 


A  Man  Named  John 


A  MAN  NAMED  JOHN  by  Alden 
Hatch.  McLelland  and  Stewart,  228 
pages,  $5.95. 

"He  is  one  who  lives  and  dies  very 
near  to  God,  and  self  is  burnt  away  as 
the  fire  of  divine  charity  fills  him.  May 
God  keep  him  in  death  as  in  life,  and 
grant  him  a  heavenly  reward  and  the 
fulfilment  of  all  his  prayers  for  peace 
and  unity  on  earth." 

With  this  prayerful  eulogy  from  the 
Archbishop  of  Canterbury  during  Pope 
John's  last  illness,  Alden  Hatch  ends 
his  life  of  Pope  John  XXIII  and  un- 
derlines what  he  has  emphasized 
throughout  the  book  —  the  extraordi- 
nary and  world-wide  affection  which 
the  Holy  Father  enjoyed;  he  was  "... 
perhaps  the  best  loved  man  on  earth." 

An  interesting  life  in  Mr.  Hatch's 
facile  biographical  style,  it  is  neither 
a  profound  nor  deeply  penetrating 
study  though  it  has  obviously  been 
carefully  researched.  The  book  brings 
Pope  John  very  close  to  the  reader.  It 
portrays  him  as  an  astute  and  practical 
diplomat  whose  diplomacy  was  tem- 
pered by  a  Christ-like  charity  and 
openmindedness;  as  the  simple  peas- 
ant-priest who  never  succumbs  to  the 
temptation  to  take  himself  too  serious- 
ly no  matter  how  important  a  person 
he  became;  as  the  great-hearted  father 
who  took  the  whole  world  to  his  heart. 
A  Man  Called  John  abounds  in  the 
little  human  touches  which  were  so  de- 
lightful, so  unexpected,  so  characteris- 


tic and  which  contributed  greatly  to 
making  John  XXIII  everybody's  Pope. 

The  anecdotes  which  Mr.  Hatch  re- 
lates are  all  charming  —  this  one  es- 
pecially so.  It  concerns  the  visit  of  the 
Holy  Father  to  a  Roman  prison.  "... 
one  old  man  with  a  long  police  re- 
cord asked  humbly  if  the  Pope's  mes- 
sage of  hope  was  also  for  him.  T  have 
made  many  mistakes,  Holy  Father,'  he 
said. 

"Bending  over  the  kneeling  man, 
John  wiped  his  tears  away;  then  he 
raised  him  and  embraced  him  with  a 
great  bear-hug  saying,  T  looked  into 
your  eyes  with  my  eyes.  I  have  put 
my  heart  near  your  heart." 

Then  there  is  the  story  of  the  Pope's 
slipping  away  to  visit  a  home  for  aged 
priests  while  Vatican  officials,  Roman 
civil  authorities  and  the  Italian  govern- 
ment were  in  a  panic.  "While  the  Vati- 
can answered  hundreds  of  calls  with 
the  helpless  words,  'We  don't  know 
where  he's  gone,'  Pope  John  ...  sat  in 
a  rocker  in  a  circle  of  twenty-two  very 
happy  old  gentlemen  and  had  a  lovely 
time  gossiping  away  the  afternoon." 

These  and  similar  anecdotes,  the 
unique  personality  of  Pope  John,  the 
evident  empathy  between  writer  and 
subject,  all  make  A  Man  Called  John 
good  reading.  The  treatment  of  the 
Council  is  journalistic  rather  than 
scholarly.  It  is  a  treatment,  nonethe- 
less, which  could  start  a  thoughtful 
reader  off  on  a  serious  study  of  the 
Council  and  of  the  man  by  whom  it 
was  invoked. — emz. 
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The  Steady  Subscriber 


How  dear  to  my  heart  i$  the  $teady  Subscriber, 

Who  pay$  in  advance  the  Fir$t  of  each  year; 
Who  $end$  in  hi$  money  and  doe$  it  quite  gladly, 

And  ca$t$  round  the  office  a  halo  of  cheer. 
He  never  $ay$:  "$top  it,  I  cannot  afford  it." 

Nor,  "I'm  getting  more  paper$  now  than  I  read. " 
But  alway$:  "$end  it,  the  family  like$  it; 

In  fact,  we  all  find  it  the  thing  that  we  need/7 
How  welcome  hi$  letter  when'er  it  come$  to  u$; 

How  it  make$  our  heart  throb,  how  it  make$  our 


eye$  dance! 

We  outwardly  thank  him,  we  inwardly  ble$$  him; 
The  $teady  $ub$criber  who  pay$  in  advance. 


Please  enter  (or  renew)  the  following  subscription(s)  for  The  Field  at  Home. 
I  enclose  $  


(Melody:  The  Old  Oaken  Bucket) 
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